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ROUGH life, what miſeries, cares, and diC. 
_ appointments daily occur to thoſe on whom 
Fortune ſeems to look unpropitious ! Hours, with 


them, are days, months ſeem years, and Time 


ſteals as ſluggiſhly onward, as if he delighted in 
our griefs, and wiſhed to ſpin out our miſerable 
exiſtence. In ſuch fickening circumſtances, the 


mind eagerly engages in any purſuit that can 


communicate one gleam of joy, hawever tranſient, 

one proſpect of pleaſure, however remote. An at- 
tempt to beguile ſome of thoſe unhappy moments, 
joined to an irreſiſtible love of Poetry, gave being 
to the greateſt number of the pieces that compoſe 
the following Collection. And, as the intention of 


| every publication ſhould be to inſtruc, or en- 


tertain, or both, I fondly hope, that having en- 


| deavoured to blend the two together ; to adorn 
them with the colouring of poetry, and enliven 
them with humour and fancy, they T7; nat be a. 


together e 


— AGES "*. 
SEL 


. 
E •— $5 7 Ss 


1 
poetry, e thoſe numerous 98 


formidable volumes that now march through 
the land, is, in my opinion, long ſince on the de- 


cline ; and inſtead of its noble ſentiments, ſprightly 
wit, and aſtoniſhing imagery, we are of late tor- 
mented with the mere tinkling of childiſh rhymes. 


Should this miſcellany be deſeryedly included 


among thoſe inſipid lumps, I ſhall drop my pen 
with a ſigh, and reſign the wiſhed-for laurels to 
ſome more fortunate adventurer, Time, but 
neither the applauſe of fools, or the ſnarling of a 
ZolLus, will fix the fate of theſe little pieces, whoſe _ 
merits, their immediate relapſe into oblivion, or 
their honourable exiſtence two hundred years hence, 
ſhall determine. However, as I have not a doubt, 
but that either from my own deficiencies, from en- 
vy, or the ignorant affectation of others, I may 
have enemies enough to encaunter ; I ſhall here ad- 
dreſs two ſ pecies of my moſt formidable antagoniſts, 
of whom a certain train of tiff, upright, formal, 
quare· and rule critics ſhall have the A 


Methinks I ſee one of theſe dogmatic Pedants, 


poring aver this book, wrying his mouth with 


every revolving leaf; ever and anon muttering | 
to himſelf the expreſſive monoſyllable © Stuff— !”? 
Fe en dead * faults chat leaps, 


6 * 
even the judicious, his penetrating eye diſcovers. 
« See! here an apoſtrophe is omitted What a 
« tranſpoſition of grammar. !——This expreſſion 
ce ſhould and ought to have been, according to all 
« the juſt and equitable rules of grammar, incloſed, 
cc confined, or put between two parentheſis.” 
The Pedant poſſeſſed of ſuch a-narrow ſoul, may 
be juſtly likened to another of his kind, in- 
ſpecting through a microſcope - the ſhining ſurface 
of a needle ; to every other eye it glitters, ſmooth 
and poliſhed, but to his, ſeems nothing elſe than a 
coarſe rugged piece of- deformity. Not that I 
would here be underſtood to depreciate that uſe- 
ful branch of learning, or jultify a looſe, incorrect 
mode of writing ; far from it ; butlet thoſe, whoſe 
| deepeſt obſervations and moſt powerful objections, 
conſiſt of miſplaced commas, ſuperfluous conjunc- 
tions, unneceſſary repetitions, and ſuch like truly 
important points; I ſay, let them, in the midſt of 
their exclamations, conſider, how little I wrong 
them, and how much they are indebted to my 
very faults. Had I never deviated from their ma- 
thematical lines, how many glorious opportunities 


would they have loſt of diſplaying to the world the - 


excellence of that deep erudition which they cer- 
only PE Let me however ſeriouſly aſk them, 


x 


— 


(: 2 
Would ho for the miſplacing of one diſh at table, 


loſe the enjoyment of their dinner? If not, never 


let the unfortunate flip of a grammatical error pre- 
judice them againkt : 2 whole piece, and let them be 
content if, in one inſtance, I have kept to their 


rules; for, in plain Engliſh, let me lay it, Them I 


never did intend to pleaſe, and their applauſes I 
would not beſitate to ne as ſo much ri- 


dicule. TY 


As * thoſe, whoſe judgment, knowledge, taſte 


and impartiality, juſtly entitle them to the appel- 


lation of Critics; to you with diffidence I ſubmit 


the following pieces. To defy you would be, no 


doubt, to arouſe the indignant lion, and ſeal my 
own deſtruction. Yet think not that I ſhall here 
abjectly kneel—beſeech your gracious clemency— 
profeſs my own inſignificancy, and tremble for 
your ſentence. No; all I requeſt from you, or the 

world, is ſimply this: Peruſe with impartiality 


the following pages>—Give merit its praiſe where | 


you find it—And pity, rather than exult with a 
ſavage joy, over thoſe frailties to which every 


mortal is liable; ever generouſly conſidering, that, 


To err is human, to forgive divine.“ 


PAISLE 7 
July 22, 1790. 
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 GoLDSMITH, 


AIL! 1 ye drear ſhadows, willing I approach 
Once more to join you, from my humble couch, 
Welcome, ye friendly ſhades—ye kindred glooms! 
More do I love you than the wealthy's rooms. 

The dark, damp walls—the roof, ſcarce cover'd o'er, 
The wind, wild whiſtling thro? the cold Barn-door. 
Thoſe, like myſelf, are hung in ragged ſtate; 

And this ſeems wap th to om my fate. 


Far from a hors; Fate has my hor defign'd, 
\ lot inglorious, and a lot unkind ; 

No friend at hand to bleſs my lif ning car, 

No kind companion to difpel my care, 

No coin to revel round the flowing bowl, 
And in dark ſhades to wrap the welt ring ! ſoul, 
B 


„ e „ Hz 


If that is bliſs, *twas what I never miſo d, 
And were it all, Pd rather be unbleſs'd. 


But, come, thou chearer of my frowning hours, _ 
Native of heav'n, adorn'd with blooming flow'rs ; 
Thou, who oft deigns the ſhepherd's breaſt to warm, 
As on the ſteep he feeds his fleecy ſwarm ; 
Sublimes his ſoul, thro? Nature vaſt to ſoar, 

Her works to view, to wonder and adore. 
Tho? fortune frown, and writhing Envy hits, 
Be thou, O PozTzry, my pride, my bliſs ; 

My ſource of health—Misfortune's adverſe ſpear, 
75 joy hereafter, and my pleaſure here. 


While yet ſad Night ſits empreſs of the ſky, 
| And o'er the world dark ſhades confus'dly lie, 
Forth let me ſtray, along the dew-wet plains, 
While all air echoes with the Lark's loud ſtrains. 


- With lonely ſtep PII ſeek the gloomy ſhade 


Of yon wide oak, half bending o'er the glade, 
Here let me reſt, unſeen by human eye, 
And * the beauties of the 5 3's 


'* Rill is all bnd! far on yon height 
The new-wak'd Hind has ere a glimm ring light; 


. 
Huſh'd is the breeze, while high the clouds among 
The early Lark pours out her thrilling ſong, 
Springs from the graſſy lea, or ruſtling corn, 
$ Tow'rs thro? dull night and wakes the coming morn, 
And ſee! ſweet Morning comes, far in the eaſt, 
Pale luſtre ſhedding o'er the mountain's breaſt ; 
Slow is her progreſs, unobſerv'd her pace, 
She comes increaſing, and ſhe comes with grace; 
The dewy landſcape opens on the eye; 
Far to the weſt the gloomy vapours fly; 
Inſtant awake, the feather'd tribes ariſe, 
Sport thro' the grove, or warble in the ſkies, 
Blithe and-exulting, with refreſhen'd glee, 
From ev'ry buſh and ev'ry dropping tree. 


In ſullen ſilence, to her ancient home, 
Where cloſe ſhut up ſhe doſes all day long, 
The hermit Owl, flow takes her gloomy way, 
And frets and grudges at th' approach of day, 
The Bat, the buſieſt of the midnight train, 
That wing the air, or ſulky tread the plain, 
Sees Mornine open on each field and bow'r, 
And ends her mazes in yon ruin'd tow'r. 
Now is the time, while joy and ſong prevail, 
o ppurn dull ſteep, and bruſh the flow'ry dale; 


(19 
To climb the height of ſome hill's airy brow, 
Where woods ſhoot branching from the cliffs below; 
Where ſome clear brook winds in the vale profound, 
And rich the landſcape ſpreads immenſe around ; 
While, under-foot, gay crirnſon'd daſies peep, 

And ſhepherds clubs * hang nodding o'er the ſteep ; 
There, on the downy turf, at eaſe reclin'd, : 
Invite the Muſe to aid your teeming mind, 

Then ſhall grim Care, with all his furies fly, 

As ſulky night ſpeeds from the dawning ſky, * BY. 
And your calm breaſt enjoy a rapt'ring glow, = = 
Which wealth or indolence'can ne'er beſtow. 


; Let boiſt'rous drunkards, at the approach of day, 
In ſtagg' ring herds forth from the tavern ſtray, 
Stand belching oaths, and nauſeous ſtreams of wine, 


Leſs men reſembling than the grov*lling ſwine. 
The Cit, with pride and ſordid meanneſs bred, ( 
His be the privilege to ſnore in bed, 
No knowledge gaining from the changing ſkies, ' 

But juſt his bed-time, and his time to riſe. 
| | ] 


Mine be the bliſs to hail the purpling dawn, 7 I 
To mark the dew-drops glitt'ring o'er the lawn; ( 


* A wild fower. 


„ 
Thrice happy period, when amid the throng 
Of warbling birds, I join the grateful ſong ; 
Or wand'ring, thoughtful, near the bubbling ſtream, 


or rapt in fancy by the early beam; 


Each gives a joy, an inward reigning bliſs, 
Pen can't deſcribe, nor lab ring ton gue expreſs. 


O thou dread Pow'r! thou Architect divine! 
Who bids theſe ſeaſons roll thoſe myriads ſhine; 
Whoſe ſmile decks Nature in her lovelieſt robe, 
Whoſe frown ſhakes terror o'er th' aſtoniſh'd globe; 
To thee I kneel; ſtill deign to be a friend, ; 
Accept my praiſe, and pardon where I've ſind; 
Inſpire my thoughts, make them unſullied flow, 

To ſee thy goodneſs in thy works below ; 

That whether Morning gilds the {ky ſerene, 

Or golden Day beams o'er the blooming plain, 

Or dewy Ev'ning chears, while Philo. ſings, 

Or ancient Night out-ſpreads her raven wings ; 
Whether ſoft breezes curl along the flood, 

Or madd'ning tempeſts bend the roaring wood, 
Rejoic'd, adoring, I may view the change, 

And, white on fancy's airy plumes I range, 

Collect calm Reaſon, awe-ſtruck eye their ways, 
And join the chorus, ſince they ſound thy praiſe. 


ALEXIS COMPLAINT. 


Of joys departed, never to return, 
| How painful the remembrance! \BLain. 


WAS where ſmooth CARTHA * rolls in wind- 


ing pride, 
Where willows fringe young Damon's ; garden ade, 
And o'er the rocks the boiling current roars, 
Murm'ring, to leave theſe peaceful, flow'ry ſhores, 
There, fad and penſive, near an aged thorn, 
Sat lone ALEX1s, friendleſs and forlorn. 


Pale was his viſage, loſt to joy his ear, 

Involv'd in grief, he ſhed the ceaſeleſs tear. 

Poor hapleſs Swain, alas! he mourn'd alone, 

His deareſt Friend, his kind Companion gone. 

Each lining buſh forgot in air to play; 

Round gaz'd the Hock, mute hung the 1 ſpray; 


. ® 


„he river that paſſes through Paiſley. 
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Sad Silence reigns, while thus the Youth, aiftreſt, 

pour'd forth the ſorrows of his burden'd breaſt : 

= Occr all the plain the mournful ſtrains pervade, | 

 Ofer all the plain a ſolemn ſadneſs ſpread, _ 
Nor wak'd an echo, but to murmur. dead!“ 

Thus ſung the hapleſs Swain, © Short is the ſpan 

Of fleeting time, allow'd to feeble Man! 

No ſooner born, he fills the air with cries ; 

No ſooner known, than pale he droops, and dies. 

Jo-: day he laughs the dancing hours away; 

To- morrow lies extended lifeleſs clay. 

While o'er the ſilent corpſe, each weeping ſwain, 

In anguiſh figh, but ſigh or weep in vain. 

Such was thy fate, Hor AIO! from this ſhore 

Too ſudden torn, ne'er to reviſit more. 

The rigid debt, alas! thou now haſt paid; 

Thee on the couch relentleſs Fever laid; 

Thy heaving breaſt, with dread diſorder wrung, 

And *plaints, ſtill trembling from thy feeble tongue; 

And ſcarce a ſoul, thy frequent wants to eaſe, 


Or ſoothe each moan, or whiſper to thee peace, 


& While I, far diſtant, on a foreign plain, 

W Exulting, rov'd, unconſcious of thy pain. 
Oh! had I known the pangs that tore thy breaſt, 
Had ſome kind pow'r but whiſper'd, © He's diſtreſt”, 
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Soon had I meaſur'd back my lonely way, 


And ſought the bed where poor HoR ATI lay, 
Kiſs'd from thy face the cold, damp, deadly dew, 


And 1 Nos on, diſtracted, long adieu. 


5 That diſmal hour ne'er Gain my thought ſhall go, 


When black appear'd the meſſenger of woe; 
O'er all my ſoul a gloomy horror came, 


And inſtant trembling ſhook my feeble frame. 


Thy dying ftrains I read, ſtill yet I hear 

The ſolemn counſel ſounding in my ear“; 
Words that ſhall tremble on my lateſt breath, 
And only leave me when I fink in death. 

Frantic with grief, twice ſifty miles I ſped, 

O'er ſev'ring ſeas, and gain'd his falent bed 3 
Each weeping friend confirm'd my gloomy fear, 


That earth had clos'd on all I held moſt dear! 


Yes, mute he lies, beneath yon riſing ſod, 
While his lone Cot of Peace, the late abode, 


Now, grim and drear, to tott'ring ruin falls, 
Loud blaſts, wild howling thro” the naked walls, 
His flow'rs torn up, his garden bare and waſte, 


And I lone left, a ſolitary gueſt. 


* Alluding to a Letter which he. wrote to the Author a few - 


days before he died. 


a 
« Sad change indeed 
where nor- 
W The growing bliſs I felt at exch FOR view? 15 
| Where all that ſweetneſs, that perfum'd each flow'r, | 
That bleſs'd our walks, and wing'd the paſling hour? 
For ever fled! fled with that pride of ſwains, _ 
Whoſe preſence grac'd theſe now forſaken plains! 
When he appear'd, each warbler rais'd his note, 
Each flow'r blow'd freſher, midſt the peaceful ſpot ; | 
Ev'n while ſweet CazTHA paſs'd the ſmiling ſcene, 
She ſmoother flow'd, and left the place with pain. 
Thrice happy times! when hid from Phoebus? beam, 
From that green ſhade we angl'd in her ſtream, 
Or, wanton, ſtript, and, from the hanging ſhore, 
Fxulting, plung'd her pearly depths t' explore, 
Tore from their rocky homes the pregnant dames, 
And to the Sun diſplay'd the glob'lous gra 


ye once loy'd ſcenes! 


„But now no more, amid the peaceful night, 
Beneath pale Luna's azure throned light, 

[We'll leave the noiſy town, and ſlowly ſtray 
here ſhadowy trees branch on the moon. light way; 
here wake the flute, harmonious, ſoft and ſhrill, 
While Echo warbles from the diſtant hill. 

Cone are thoſe times, for which, alas! I mourn; 
Gone are thoſe times, nor ſhall they cer return; 
C 
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Where Pinks and Daiſies fring'd the peebly road; 


And crimſon'd Tulips roſe, neat rang'd and gay; 
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Gone is my friend, and ev'n forgot his name, 
And ſtrangers rude, his little Manſion claim; 
New ſchemes ſhall tear thoſe blooming ſhrubs a away, 
And that green ſod turn down to rugged clay, 
Where rich Carnations burſt the pond'rous pod, 


Where glowing Roſes hung the bendled ſpray; 


Where all theſe bloom'd beneath their Guardian's eye 
Hogs ſhall inhabit, and foul dunghills lie. 


Then, oh! adieu, ye now unfriendly ſhores, 
Another Swain now claims your flow'ry ſtores, | 


A ſurly Swain, puff'd up with pride immenſe, 
And ſee! he comes, ſtern to command me hence. 
Thou hoary Thorn, adieu, ere tis too late, 

Yon lifted ax ſeems to announce thy fate.“ 


%, 


Thus ſpoke the Youth; then, riſing, ceas'd his ſtrain, Its 


And, wrapt in anguiſh, wander'd o'er the plain. 
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T O M R. D* B · . : 


WRITTEN ON THE LAST NIGHT OF THE YEAR. | 


TAIN'D with the guilt of Man's continued crimes, - 
The parting Year prepares to wing its way, 

To join the concourſe of departed times, 7 

And wait the ſummons of the final Day. 


Its ſad egreſs no crimſon'd Clouds bewail, 
| Nor tuneful Bird, its parting moment chears ; 
But ſilent, wrapt in WinTzR's gloomieſt Veil, 
It leaves us trembling at the load it bears. 


Far diſtant, in an Inns, third flat uprear'd, 

W The Sheet beneath a glimm'ring Taper ſpread, 

& While o'er the ſhadowy walls no ſound is heard, 
Save Time's ſlow, conſtants momentary tread. 


0 oy” 
. Here, lone I ſit—and will you, Sir, excuſe 
My midnight ſtrain, while (feebly as ſhe can) 


| Inſpiring Silence bids the ſerious Muſe _ 
Survey the tranſient bliſs purſu'd by Man? 


Deluded Man ! for him Spring paints the fields, 
For him warm Summer rears the rip'ning grain; 

Hie graſps the bounty that rich Autumn yields, 

And counts thoſe trifles as eſſential gain. 


For him, indeed, thoſe lefler bleſlings 988. . 2 
Yet why ſo fleeting, why ſo ſhort their ſtay ?— _ 
To teach poor Mortals, what they firſt ſhould know, = G 
That all is tranſient as the paſſing day. 


| Short is the period ſince green ſmil'd the wood, J 
[ And flow'rs ambroſial bath'd my morning path; 
1 Sweet was the murm' ring of the glitt'ring flood, . - 


1 Glad roam'd the flocks along th* empurpl'd heath. 


With conſcious joy I hail'd the roſy ſcene, 
And join'd in concert with the woodland throng; 
Stretch'd by the hazel bank, or ſunny plain, 
Where anſw'ring Echo warbl'd out the Song. 


„ 

| Delightful times! but, ah! how ſhort their ſtay! 
| Stript was the foliage from each flow 'r and tree; 

Grim growling Winter veil'd the joyleſs day, 
And roar'd imperious o'er the hail-beat lea. 


Where now the fragrance of the howling wood? 
Or what the pleaſures we from Morn can taſte ? 


The bleak wind whiſtling o'er the drifted waſte. 


*Tis thus, dear Sir, in Life's deluſive dream, 
We fondly ſport, till Youth's wild act is o'er ; 
Tin Age till Death —ſteals on, in ſullen ſtream, 
And worldly bubbles charm the ſoul no more. 


But, hark! the ſullen midnight tempeſt roars; 

| Loud o'er my fireleſs Dome it wildly howls ; 

| Th” adjoining Ocean, thro? her rocky ſhores, 
Majeſtic nag ſwells the mingled grows. 


The ſhiv'ring Muſe has fled my frozen frame, 
And ſhouts of riot ſtrike my lining ear; 
in ſinking— mounting ſad inconſtant flame, 
Mu candle's ending with the ending year. 


The ſnow-clad banks, the big brown roaring flood, | 


* ; x 


( 

Adieu, my friend! may ſueceſs, health and peace 

Crown your each year, and ew ry labour too; 

And ſure, if virtuous worth claims human praiſe, 
Fate ſtilt in keeping holds a wreath for you. 


Fraught with freſh bleſſings be this coming year ; 
And ſhould ſome fav'ring period of its reign 

Admit my ſteps, rejoic'd I'll homeward ſteer, 

And hail your manfion, and my friend again. 
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CALDER BAN K 


E hoary Rocks, ye woody Cliffs; that riſe 
Unwieldy, jutting o'er the brawling Brock; 

Le louring ſteeps, where hid the Adder lies, 

Where ſleeps the Owl, and ſcreams the fable Nock; | 


| Ye rev'rend 3 that ſpread your leafy arms, 
To ſhield the gloom, that darkling dwells below ; 
Ye nameleſs flow'rs, ye buſy-winged ſwarms ; 

Ye Birds that warble, and ye ſtreams that flow 


® A deep, ſolitary Vale or Glen, near the village of Loch- 
= winnoch, ſome miles in length, and bounded by fteep, romantic 
rocks, through which the river Carven, overbung with woods, 
| forces its way, | 


: ( 
Say, ye bleſt ſcenes of Solitude and Peace, 
Stray'd e' er a Baxp along this hermit ſhore ? 


Did e'er his pencil your perfections trace? 
Or did his Muſe to ſing your beauties ſoar? 


Has oft at early Morn, is Eve, 
Reſponſive Echo ſtole athwart the trees ; 
While eaſy laid beſide the glitt'ring wave, 
The Shepherd ſun 5 his Sr Fair to _ ? 


Alas! methinhs the weeping Rocks Sd, | 
And the lone Stream, that murmurs far below, 

And Trees and Caves, with ſolemn hollow ſound, 
Breathe out one mournful, melancholy—** No.” 
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LIT HERE Loxn's wild hills, in lonely grandeur 
From th* 3 till loſt amid the ſkies, 
Immenſely throwing, while young Morning ſmiles, 
Their dark*ning ſhadows o'er the diſtant iſles; 
Here, near the border of a ragged wood. 
The young Maria's rural Cottage ſtood, 


Soon as the Night to weſtern ſkies was borne, 
And early Cock proclaim'd the op'ning Morn, 
Forth firay'd the blooming Maid, with all her train 
Of Bleaters, nibbling o'er th? empurpl'd plain. 
High on the ſummit's brow, or braky Glen, 
Or heathy dale, or near the graſſy fen, 

D = 
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Or on the hill, they fed, where blue bells hung 7 

Their nodding heads, high thron'd the ſweet Lark | 

4 Walt, - | 57 5 7 
While Rocks around, with lows and bleatin Ss rung. 


— 


Here ſray'd the SHzPHE RDESS, while blazing day 
| Awoke the warbling choir, and flow'rets gay. | 
17 Deep in the ſhade ſhe ſhunn'd the ſultry air, R 


|! Or kept from ſtartling ſweep her milky care, 
| | | Till in the fea bright Phoebus? chariot roll'd, 


| | Then, ſinging, wore them homewards to the Fold. 


0 Near her lone Cottage roſe the rugged ſhore, - 

| ; Where foaming billows rav'd with ceaſeleſs roar ; 

j High, grim, and dreadful hung the gloomy ſteep, 
10 And tow'r'd black threat” ning o'er the low-ſunk deep, 
4g And now *twas Night—the Maid in bed reclin'd, 
15 The following proſpect open'd on her . 


She dream'd, That careleſs in the noontide ray, 
Stretch'd on a flow'ry bank, the ſleeping lay, 
When ſome kind voice, ſoft whiſper'd in her ear, 
«© Mara! riſe, thy flock hath left thee here”— 
Sudden ſhe ſtarted, found herſelf alone, 

Around all filent, and her Bleaters gone. 
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She ſnatch'd her Crook, fon o'er the wadp dale, | 
= Plung'd thro' the Brook, and gaz'd adown the vale; 


W But nought appear'd. Again ſhe ſought the heath, 


; Each creek, each hollow view'd with panting breath ; 
Tim, toil'd and faint, the airy ſteep ſhe gains, 
And views enraptur'd, views them on the plains— 


some crop the herbs, while others peaceful lie, 


cov, ſheep and goats, at once burſt on her eye, | 


Her little heart expands in an exulting cry. 
Vet till ſhe thought, between her and the flock, | 

Aroſe a ſhelvy, black, impervious rock, 

| Which oft the ſtrove to paſs, but. ſtrove i in vain, 

Some pow'r unſeen ſtill pull'd her back again. 

With toil fatigu'd, ſhe view'd them as they fed, 

And on the rock reclin'd her heavy head. 1 


Thus dream'd the Maid, and waking midit the 
Night, | 

Beheld, good gods! beheld a ban fot. 

High on a rock's dread verge, hung o'er the main, 

Whoſe far-ſunk ſurge wheeP'd round her giddy brain, 

Amaz'd ſhe found herſelf, half clad, alone ; 

Her hand laid leaning on a jutting ſtone, 

Dark was the night, ſave where the ſhrowded Moon, 

Midſt duſky clouds, ſhone on the waſte aroun', 


( 28 ) 
And ſhew'd the horrid ſteep, a dreadful icht, 
Cliff hung o'er cliff, in grim ſtupendous height. 
Back from the threat' nin g ſcene ſhe headlong fled, 
Leſt the whole maſs might yield beneath her tread; 
Then rais'd the Maid to Heav'n her ſtreaming eyes, 
And pour'd her grateful foul in feryent ſighs, 
To that kind Pow'r, who feeble mortals keeps, 
Whoſe eye, all-ſeeing, ſlumbers not nor ſleeps; 
To whom each Being owes all that he hath, 
Each pulſe's throb, and each returning breath, 
Implor'd his preſence, ſtill to guard her path, 
Then riſing, ſought her Cot along the pas heath, 


ſee the Tomb 
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Farth's bigheſt ſtation ends in, Here he lies; 
And, duſt to duſt, concludes her e ſong. 
YOUNG. 


GAIN, O Sadneſs! ſoft'ning pow'r, again 
I woo thee, thoughtful, from this letter'd ſtone ; 


nd, hail, thou comes! to view the dreary ſcene 
Where ghaſtly Death has fixt his awful throne. 


o _ how: flea 1 pa view around! 
I ſee, at diſtance, oh! diſtracting fight! 


-the humble grafly mound, 
Where he now lies, once all my ſoul's delight! 


( 39 ) 
A Youth more gen'rous, more hamanely kind, 
A Friend more loving, or a Heart more brave, 
Ne'er breath'd a Being from th' Eternal Mind, 
Nor fell a Victim to the cruel grave. 


But, ceaſe, ye tears, nor thus inceſſant flow, 
And ſtill theſe tumults, oh! thou bleeding heart; 


Methinks his Shade ſoft whiſpers, Wait the biow, 


And ſoon we'll meet, ne'er, ne'er again to part.” 


Here ſtands the Artiſt's tomb, in ſplendour rear'd, 
And all the pomp ſurviving Art can give; 

But will hoar Time the pillar'd Dome regard, 
And ſhall its pride to _— ages live? 


No—though the marble ſeems to ſtart to life, 5 
Tho? firm as rock the ſtructure rears its head, 


Time's cank'ring jaws will end the daring ſtrife, I 


And lay it level with th' unhonour'd dead. 


Ye lonely heaps, ye bones, ye grim ſculls, ſay, , 
Muſt I be ſtretch'd cold, lifeleſs in the duſt ; | 
Muſt this poor head be wrapt in putrid clay, 

And glare like you ?——Ye murmur backk——< It 
muſt. 2 | 5 


Ye 


VV 
Then what avail thy fleeting joys, O Time! 
Thy Bliſs uncertain, when ſuch truths are ſure; 
May theſe ſcenes teach me to contemn this clime, 
And ſeek that Bliſs, thoſe Joys that ſhall endure. 


Theſe are thy ſpoils, thou griſly 1 Death! 


5 Grim pleas'd thou ſtalks above the low-laid train; 
Tach ſculptur'd ſtone, each poor low graſſy wreath, 
Thou eyes as trophies of thy dreadful fame. , 


But know, proud lord, thy reign ſhall have an end, 
Tho? nought on earth can now reſiſt its force; 
Yet, ſhalt thon fall beneath a mightier hand, 


And yield thy weapons, and thy meagre Horſe. : 


In that dread day, when from the bellowing clouds, 


The Trump's loud ſound ſhall ſhake th' affrighted 


0 Earth, 
When rheſe, and millions, nent from theiy 
| ſhrouds, 
Shall wake to mis'ry or to endleſs mirth: 


When Time ſhall 4 in ſcanty 3 to flow, 

And Earth and Stars, in endleſs ruin ſink, 
Then Heav'n's high Kino, with one triumphant blow, 
Shall daſh thee headlong from Exiſtence's brink. 


| 


1 + (gn 3 
But, ſee! ſad Ew ning ſpreads her fable veil, | 
The chilly breeze bleak ruffles o'er the lawn; 
For once, adieu; ye ſilent heaps, farewell, 
Perhaps I join you ere to-morrow's dawn. 
Oft let me ſtray where theſe lone Captives lie, : 5 
And, fad and thoughtful, o'er the deep grave bend; 
This is the place, Truth tells us, with a figh, 
Where all our ſorrows, or our finging end. \ 


S; 


Ye 


He 


( 


TO THE 


MEMORY OF AN ENGAGING YOUTH, 
F UNCOMMONLY ATTACHED TO LEARNING. 
ERE, Stranger! pauſe, and, ſadly, o'er this ſtone | 
A moment ponder, on the deeds of Fate: 


Snatch*d hence, in blooming Youth, here mouldersone, | 
Whoſe life ſeem'd worthy of a longer date. 


Mild was his temper, and his ſoul ſerene . 
Truth warm' d his breaſt, and dwelt upon his tongue: 
Oft would he wander, from the noiſy ſcene, "> 
To liſt, while Virgil, or bold Homer ſung. » 


With ſuch a Son, what was his Parents joy, | 
No thought can reach it, nor. no tongue can tell ; 
Nor paint their anguiſh, when the lovely Boy, 
By Death afſaulted, pale and lifeleſs fell. 


Yet they ſubmit to Heav'n' s wiſe· acting Pow'r; 
And think, O Reader! as thou treads this ſod, 
He once, like thee, enjoy'd Life's glitt'ring hour; 
Thou ſoon, like him, muſt paſs Death's gloomy road. 
E. | 
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TO MR. K „% 


AS when, by play retarded, paſt his hour, 

The ſcampering ſchool-boy ventures to the door, 
With throbbing breaſt, liſts to the buſy noiſe, 

And ſtarts, to hear the Maſter's awful voice, 

Oft ſighs and looks now offers to burſt in, 

Now backward ſhrinks, and dreads a ſmarting ſkin, 
Till deſp'rate grown, by fear detain'd more late, 
He lifts the latch, and boldly meets his fate : 


So I, dear Sir, have oft ſnatch'd up the quill 
To hail your ear, yet have been filent ſtill. 
Aw'd by ſuperior worth my pen forgot 
Its wonted pow'r, and trembled out a blot ; - 
The Muſe fat mute, and hung her languid head, 
And Fancy crawl'd, with diffidence and dread, 
Till, forc'd at laſt, I ſpurn the phantom Fear, 
And dare to face your dread tribunal here. 


(8 2 

N 0 flow'ry ſweets I bring, tho' Summer reigns, 
And Flocks, delighted, rove thro'.painted plains ; 
Tho' glitt*ring Brooks flow ſmooth, meand' ring by, 
And Larks ſoar, warbling thro? the azure ſky; 
And Meads and Groves rejoice—to me unbleſt; 
For, oh! bleak WINTER raves within my breaſt ; 
Here whirls a Storm, tho? hid from human ſight, 
Fiercer than winds that howl thro? gloomy Night. 


As Griefs reveal'd are robb'd of half their ſting, 
And ſeeming Doubts, when told, oft take to wing, 
Permit me here, ſome mis'ries to unneſt, 

- That long have harbour'd in * * breaſt. 


Oft pale. ey'd Poverty, in ſullen ſtate, 
Stalks round, and threatens to deform my fate ; 
Points to the future times, and, grinning, fays, 
Old Age and I ſhall curſe thy Ev'ning days; 
His ſhaking hand ſhall change thy locks to gray, 
Thy head to baldneſs, and thy ſtrength to clay ; 
Make thy ſad Hor'zon with dark tempeſts roll, 
And lead me forward to complete the whole: 
To count thy groans—to hear thee hopeleſs mourn, 
And wave theſe trophies o'er thy cloſing Urn.“ 


i % 

Then mad Ambition revels thro' my brain, 
And reſtleſs bids me ſpurn Life's groy'lling plain, 
Awake the Mule, and ſoft enrapt'ring Lyre, 
To G*******#% praiſe, our Villa's friendly Sire 
In glowing colours paint his rural Seat, 
Where Songſters warble, and where Lambkins bleat ; 
Where groves and plains, in ſweet diſorder lie, | 
Hills rough with woods, that tow'ring cleave the ſky; 
And darkſome woody Vales, where hid from fight, 
Lone CALDER brawls o'er many a rocky height; 
Tell, in ſoft trains, how rich our plains appear, 
What plenty crowns them each revolving year, 
Till ſmiles approving bleſs my taſk and Fame, 
Eur the Patriot, mg the Poet's name, | 
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But when (fad theme:) I view my feeble Rhyme, 
And weigh my worth for ſuch a flight ſublime, 
With tearful eye, ſurvey the fate of thoſe, 

Whoſe pow'rful learning ſhielded not from foes 
Damp'd at the thought, Fear clogs the Muſe” s Wing, 
And _ and Hope by turns inſpire or ſting. 
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While ſuch {ad thou * ſuch grim reflections roll, 
In dark ſucceſſion, o'er my gloomy ſoul, 
One ray from You, to chaſe the chearleſs gloom, 
And bid fair Fancy's fields their ſweets reſume, 


ww 


e 
| Wou'd lift my heart, light as the ſweepy wind, 
And deeper bind me your indebted friend. 


When darkneſs reigns, or Ev'ning filence deep, 
Some moments reſcue from the jaws of Sleep, 
Bid your ſweet Muſe unfold her downy wings, 
And teach a Youth to touch the trembling ſtrings ; 
Diſpel his doubts, arouſe his hovering flame, 
And point the road that leads to bliſs and Fame. 


of 


( 38 ) 
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1 in a Garret, ſpread wi' beuks, 
Whare ſpider wabs, in dozens, 

Hing mirk athort the winnock neuks, 

Maaiſt dark ning up the lozens, 

I hro' whilk the Sin, wi' beams ſae braw, 

Ne'er ſhows his face diſcreetly, 

Save whan out owre the MisTy-Law, 


He's ſlitherin* downward ſweetly, 
To cloſe the day. 


Here ſits the Bardie, Sir, his lane, 
Right glad to reſt retir'd ; 
His griefs an' girnin cares a” gane, 


An' a' his fancy fir'd; i : 
The Muſes round him dancin” thrang, | 
Their {kill fu* proud to ſhow it; 

In lively meaſure, thun'erin' lang, 
Jo ſing an' pleaſe the Poet 1 
da 


PA 


( 39 ) 
O! how my heart exulting loups, 
To meet a chiel like you; 
Life's bitter Horn afide it coups, 
An' fill'ſt wi' chearing blue; 
While chaunrin' Critics girn an' growl, 
An' curſe whate'er they light on, 
The honeſt, friendly, gen'rous ſoul 


Can W inſpire and brighten, 
Wi' eaſe, each day. 


Yet ſome there are, whaſe flinty d 
An' hollow heads (poor wretches!) 
Deſpiſe the Poet's glorious parts, 
An' ca' them daudron b—ch—s. 
Tell them a plan oꝰ cent. per cent. 
They'll glut yer words like hinee; 
But mention Poetry, they'll gaunt 
An' gloom, as gin't war Sinee, 
Or Salts, that day 


Anither ſet comes in my view, 
A trampin' heaven's way in. 

See! how they ſhake their heads, an' groo- 

At ought but grace an' prayin”. 

| Theſe godly fouks will tak the qualms, 

To hear a Rhyme-repeater, 
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An' ail declare the Salms 
Io be the far beſt metre 1 
On earth, this day. 


Poor brainleſs wights! thay's little ken 
Its charms, its ſoaring fire; 

In ev'ry age, the beſt of men, 
Have, raptur'd, tun'd the lyre. 


1 "Tis this that breathes Jon's mournful plaints, . 


Or aids him to adore, 
And this, the Seraph's mouth and Saints, 
Will fill when Time's no more, 

But endleſs os * 


Whan bonny Spring adorns the year, © 
An' ilka Herb is ſpringing, 
An' birds, on bloſſom'd branches dear, 
Wi' lightſome hearts, are ſinging ; 
How ſweet, to rove at early Morn, 

| Wharedewy flow'rs are ranket, 
While they, wha ſic enjoyments ſcorn, 
Lie ſnorin' in a blanket, 
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I ne'er was rich, nor ever will 
But ony time ye come 
To our bit Town, we'ſe hae a gill, 
An' owr't we'ſe no fit dumb. 
A Gill, man, ſpreads the Muſe* 8 wing, 
Sets ilka quill in order, 928 5 | 1 
An' gars her mount, an' ſoar, an? ſing, 
Till ſhe maiſt gains the border 
10 bas one 85 | 
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1 o THE 
DEATH OT W . 


A PARTICULAR FRIEND OF THE AUTHOR 


UNK was the Sun, midſt clouds of gold, 
Lone Night reign'd from her ſtarry dome, 
When flow I left the bleating fold, = : 
And weary ſought my little home. 
There, fad and chearleſs, near the fire, 
I gloomy fat, to grief reſignꝰd; 
And, while down ſtole the filent tear, I 
Theſe thoughts flow wand' red o'er my mind. 
1 


Alas!——my diftant friend, l fear 
Why theſe woe- bodings at my heart ? 

What ſound ſtill tinkles in my ear, 
Which Mirth nor Pleaſure can divert ? 


= 
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„ 
I ſpoke—l ſigh'd and rais d my head—— FS 
I ſigh'd, I groan'd, yet knew not wir... 7 


When, ſtrange! a voice ſoft breath'd out, Dead. 7 | 
I heard, and chang'd to m_ clay. 


Proſtrate I fell, lull'd in a Hint, 

Till by degrees life on me broxe; 
I wak'd to mis'ry—roſe pale, ſpent, 
And thus in deep diſtraction ſpoke. 


And art thou gone, oh! hapleſs Youth! 
And ſhall theſe eyes ne'er view thee more ? 

Thou, in whoſe glowing breaſt dwelt truth, 
Art thou for ever from me tore? 


Ye dreary walls, liſt to my doom, 
Bear witneſs to my heart. felt wail, 
And wrap you with a darker gloom, 

_ While I relate the mournful tale. 


For, oh! 3 ct dk, 
_ Hath torn from me my deareſt friend; 
Then farewel, World, and hated breach; 


I ſhall not long delay behind. 


1 ( 444 ) 

Ah, ſee! the breathleſs Cor'ſe there lies, 

| White firetch'd along -diſtracting ſight 

How chang'd that face! How ſunk thoſe eyes! . 
For ever funk in | cndlcis mw” 


— — A 3 N * . ——— 
Wet os BIR. # — Foe ram F Y L „ 2 rer IO 9 
_ _ 2 1 — 7 „ 
N r 5 2 oa 
* 7 


n 


Pale is the face that wont to ſmile, 

Adorn'd with charms of native red; 
Cold, cold that breaſt, where envious Guile 
Ne er found a ſhelter for her head. 


Oh! barb'rous Death—relentleſs Pow'r! 
How haft thou made my boſom bleed? 2 


In one tremendous, awful hour, 
| Thou'ſt made me wretched-—poor indeed. 


Yeo! once aclightful hon; adieu! 
| Where firſt I drew my infant breath, 
Since the ſole friend this breaſt ere knew, 5 
Clos'd are his eyes, and ſunk in death. 


Farewel, ye Banks with willows tipt, 
N Where oft beneath the ſummer beam, 
| Midſt flow'ry graſs, we've fondly ſtript, 
And plung'd beneath the opening ſtream. 


„ „ 
No more, While Winter rules the ſky, 
And firms pure CanTHa's icy face, 
Shall he on ſkates, ſwift, bounding fly, 
While I purſue the mazy chace. 


No mote, alas! we'll nightly walls 
Beneath the ſilent, filver Moon; 
Or paſs the rapt'ring hours in talk, 
In * Bow'r, retir'd from noon. = 


How will that Passe Maid tewnll: 
Whoſe charms firſt caught his youthful heart] ? 
Who often heard his tender tale, | 
And, bluſhing, eas'd his wounding ſmart. 


No more with thee he'll ſpend the Night, 
Where CyNTHIA gleams athwart the grove; 
Nor ſeize thy hand, in dear delight, 
And tell enchanting tales of love. 


Alas! he's bid a long adieu; 

In vain we weep, in vain repine; 
Ne'er ſhalt thou meet a Swain ſo true, 
Ne'erſhall I find a friend fo kind. 
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bo” ( 46) 
How long we've been companions dear, 
How lov'd—nor tongue nor words can tell; 
But, bark —alas! methinks I hear 
Some ſolemn, dreary warning knell. 


Yes—lI will come—thou beck'ning Ghoſt ; 
| hear thy kind, thy awful call : popes 
One green-graſs ſod ſhall wrap our duſt, 
And ſome ſweet Muſe weep o'er our fall. 


- 
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|ONTENT's the choiceſt bliſs we can 

F*er reach to in this mortal ſpan, - 
"Tis not in grandeur, pow'r or ſtate. 

The Lordly dome, or Cottage neat, | 

Still to be found—But chief, ſhe dwells 2 | 

In that calm breaſt that Care repels; = 

With dauntleſs heart braves frowning Fate, 

Nor e' er concludes that Hope's too late; 

Afpires no higher than his ſphere, 

Nor harbours Diſcontentment there. 

Pale Diſcontent ! the baneful ſting, 

From whence unnumber'd mis'ries ſpring, 


0 48 ) 
Ambition gazing to the ſkies, 
And ever planning ſchemes to riſe, 

Till to Pow'rs dizzy peak up whirl'd, 

Fate ſhakes the baſe, and down he's hurPd ; 
Heart-wringing Cares, that ſtill torment, 
Al flow from murm din, Diſcontent. 
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Some a look at comin g ills, 
And die long ere they thwart their wills ; 
Others, in real mis'ry groan, 
And think Heav'n frowns on them alone; 
While many a one, mean, pining Elves, 
Raiſe airy horrors to themſelves. 


Happy the man, whoſe views we rn 2 
To things beyond his honeſt reach ; 
Who, whether doom'd to Hall or Cot, 05 
Ne'er curſes Fate, or mourns his lot; 
If rich——defpiſes not the poor, . 
Nor drives them harſhly from his door ; 
If low in fortune neꝰer envies ; 
The Wealthy's pomp that meets his eyes ; 
For oft, within their boſom reigns 
A raving group of nameleſs pains, 
That ceaſeleſs torture, growl and fret; 
And, when they fall, the ruin's great; 


. 


Sinking, they eye the humble Clown, | | 
Graſp at a Spade, and pun A Crown.” h 


One funny evening, 1 and fair, 
AF that wing' d the fragrant air, 

In wheeling, paſt a Village-lane, 

By chance popt thro” a broken pane. 

A ſcene that ne'er had met his fight, 

He now ſurveys with doubtful flight ; 
Around the room, with airy drone, 

His curious ſearch had circling gone. 

He views its bounds, and yet more bold, 
Pries o'er the walls, damp, moulded, cold; 
Then, pertly fnecring, thus begann 
« How wretched are th* abodes of Man! 
How rank the ſmell I hoe'er comes near it, 
May gueſs the owner's taſte and ſpirit.” 


This ſaid, and roving 1 he ſpies 
An Odject, that engag'd his eyes. 
Within a glaſs a moving Being, 
Sluggiſh and black; which Bizzon ſeein g. 
Perch'd on the bottle——gaz'd with mock, 
And thus the foppiſn flutterer ſpoke : - 
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„ 
6 And what art thou, poor grov'lling creature? 4 
Of fuch deteſted hue and feature; 
That ſunk, amid that putrid fluid, 
So cloſely cramm*d——ſo irkſome bowed, 


Scarce ſeems to move thro? n water ? * 


An ugly hulk of lifeleſs matter; 

Shame ! thus to loll, while ſummer hours 
Invite thee forth, thro' blooming flow'rs 
Enrapt to rove; or, where the field 
Of bloſſom'd Beans their fragrance . pF 
Or wanton in the noontide beam ; 

Or ſkim along the glitt'ring ſtream 


With boundleſs ſweep but thou, lone wretch! a 


Muſt here remain, till Death ſhall fetch 
Thee from this hold, with furious i = 

And tread thy carcaſe in the mire. 

A life like this what beaſt could dree, 
Twere death and worſe to ought but thee.” 


Thus Bizzon ſpoke, PO from her 410 
The LEECH uprear'd her dark. brown front, 
And thus reply'd, in ſolemn mood : 

„ Know, vaineſt of thy uſeleſs brood! 
Thou haſt my ſcorn—I too might rail, 
But liſten to my humble tale: 
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| Ne! er make, by outward ſigns, thy guels, 
Nor think, tho? poor, my peace is leſs. 
Compos'd I live, and from my Bow'r . 
Survey the buſtling World, ſecure.. 
Or when ſome ſtubborn rank diſeaſe 
Calls for my aid, to give men eaſe, 818 
I glad obey, and ſuck the il. 
In my own breaſt, to ſave them ſill; | 
Who call me bleſt, while kindly Sings 
From the clear brook my freſhen'd ahne. 
And in my lonely manſion here, 
Nor fatal bird, nor ſnare I fear, 
That conſtant lurk to fix thy doom, 
Ev'n while thou rambles thro” this Room, 
As thou may feel yet ere thou leave it, 
And when *twill be too late, believe it.“ 


« Poor wretch (quoth Bizzon) mind thy diſtance, 
Diſgrace of all e er dragg'd exiſtence ! | 5 
I ſcorn thy ſpeech and ſlav'ry both, 
Mean, ugly lump of bondag'd floth. 
Now, what thou art, I plainly ſpy ; 
Bleſt be the Pow'r made me a Fly.” 46 


He faid—and up, exulting, ſprings, 
To gain the Fields with * wings; 
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But miſs d his mark, and, ere aware, 
Daſh'd full into a Sripꝝx's ſnare. 

He buzz d and tugg d the Foe alarm'd, 
Ruſh'd, gloomy, forth with vengeance amid, 
Fixes his fangs, with furious ſtride, 
And darts the poiſon thro' his fide. 

Poor Bizzon groan'd, with quiv'ring ſten, 
And as Grips dragg'd him to his Den, 
Thus faintly ay'd, « Ye FLIES, beware, 
And ſhun Ambition's deadly ſnare, | 
Oh! fave my life—1 vain beſeech: 

1 faint—1 die— Oh! happy kent 
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GROANS FROM THE LOOM. 


A 8 O N. G. 
iN IMITATION or COLIN'S COMPLAINT. | 


EPLORING beſide an 01d Loom, 
A Weaver perplexed was laid, 

And, while a bad Web was his theme, 
The Breaſt-beam ſupported his head; 
The Walls, that for ages had food, | 

In ſympathy, wept for his pain, 

And the Roof, though of old rotten wood, 

Remurmur'd his groans back again, 


> Alas! PER that I was! 
| (Theſe words he roar'd out with a grin 5 
When I ſaw thee, I fure was an Afs, 

Elſe I'd dy'd ere Ihandl'd the Pin. 
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( 54 ) 
Thou glanc'd, and tranſported I ſeem'd ; 
When I held thee, how panted my breaſt! 


in raptures I gaz'd while thou beam'd, 


And exclaim'd, Was &er Mortal ſo b? 


What a blockhead was I to aver, 


It wou'd work throꝰ a Mounting fo fine; 
Or, that ſuch a phantom of hair, 

Wou'd in a gay Handkerchief ſhine ? 
Good Gods! ſhall a Mortal with legs, 

So low, uncomplaining, be brought! 


Go, hung, like a Scarecrow in rags, 


And live o'er a Seat-tree—on nought! a 


What though I have __ to Ut, i 
Till their numbers my Temples o erſpread, 


Whene'er the ſmooth tread I apply, 


My Shopmates deplore how I've ſped. 
Ah! Sax, thy hopes are in vain; 

Thy Web and thy Mounting reſign ; 
Perhaps they may fall to a Swain, 

Whoſe patience is greater than thine. 


And you my proud Maſters ſo ſtern, 
Who ſmile o'er the wretch ye torment, - 
Forbear to import us ſuch yarn, 
Or, by Jove, you'll have cauſe to repent. 


4-5 3 


| Though through the wide Warchouſe ye foam, 
In vain ſhall ye threaten or mourn ; 
*Twas yours to diſtreſs my poor dome, 
N ow *tis mine, and N TI burn. 


If, while the poor traſh I pull Sw | 
They expect to regain my eſteem, 
Let them come with the Crouds of the Town, 
And ſee how it flames from the beam. 
And then the laſt boon I'll implore, 70 
Is to bleſs us with China ſo tight, | 
And when the pure Piece you look o'er, 
You will own my Petition was s right. ns 


Then to Lox DON Nymphs let it go, 
And deck them in dazzling array ; ; 

Be faireſt at ev'ry fine ſhow, _ bp 
And bring us the heart-chearing Pay. 

Then Nova's dead bell we will toll, 
No more to be heard of or ſeen, 

Unleſs, when beſide a full Bowl, 

WM e laugh at how wretched we've been. 
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Hard Fate has this ordain't, that I 
Maun dauner thro the warl*, 
The wants o thauſan'”s to ſupply, 
An heavy lades to harl: 
Sae aft, whan E'ening brings the Nele. 
In lanely deſolation, © 
T ſeek a corner, out o fight, 
To mourn my condemnation. 
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HE weſtern Sun, bright to the eye, 
Was finking in the flood, Z 
Adorn'd with robes of richeſt aye, 
Gay crimſon ſtreak'd wi' blood; 
The ſwallows twittert through the ky, 
In jinking, ſportive mood. 
While, preſt with care, poor hapleſs I, 
Near yonder riv'let ſtood, 
| Thoughtful that toy 
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My pond'rous Pack upo? the ground, 
I careleſsly had flung ; 

A wallet green, wi' ſtraps faſt bound, 
And near't a hazel rung; 

The vera fight my heart did wound, 
My breaſt wi' grief was ſtung ; 

Fir'd wi” indignance I turn'd round, 


An' baſht wi' mony a fung 3 
Ih)he Pack, that day. 


* Thou curſed, baſe, inglorious load! 
(Enrag'd wi' grief I cry'd), 
Shall thou along the weary road 
Borne on my ſhouthers ride, 
| While cruſht beneath I'groaning nod, 
An' travel far an' wide — 
Hence! frae my ſight, or, wi' this clod, * 

PI daſh thy hated hide, 

: This vera day. 


Nay, no excuſe I winna hear, 
I winna takꝰ a word in; 
What! was theſe ſhouthers form'd to bear 
Thee, vile, diſgracefu* burden! 


(83 


My lugs to thole ilk taunt an? jeer, | 
That pierce me like aſword in, 
5 Crouchin? to ev'ry wretch, to ſpeer, 1 
Mem! will ye buy a bargain © Sa Fo: 
Right cheap, the wg . ( 
It fires, it boils my vera blude, _ + 7 
An' ſweats me at ilk pore, ; 
To think how aft I'm putten wud, 
Whan drawin' near a door; | 
Out ſprings the Maſtiff, through the mud, \ 
Wi' fell Cerberian roar, | 
An' growlin', as he really wou d mis Had / 
Me inſtantly devore, e 102 
| "OR that _ HOW”) / 
ce Ye're come frac Glaſco?, lad, I true z . 1 
(The pert Gudewife preſumes;) ol - 
Ye'll be a Malefafor too, 
| Yell hae yer horſe and grooms; 
What de'il brings ſiccan chaps like you. 0 
Io lea' your wabs an' loom? 14 
Wi' Beggars, Packmen, an'; ſic crew, _ Y 'D 


Our door it never tooms, | 
The live-lang day. 


„ 

Nae doubt yel eben right hungry be, 

I ſee your belly's clung; 

I hae ſome parritch here to gi'e, i 
As ſoon's a ſang ye've fung. 

Come, lilt it up wi' blithſome glee; 
Ye're ſupple, ſmart an' young, 

An' gin ye pleaſe our John an' me, 
Veꝰſe get the kirnan rung 

To 1 this is day. ya 


What fleſh an' blude cou” d thole this j 288 
An' no ſtart in a rage, 

An' kick their heels up ane an' a', 

E' en though he war a Sage? 

Aft hae 1 dar't them, grit an' ſma', 
Gin they durſt but engage, 

Their noſes in their a—— to thraw, 


An' ſcrew't as firm's a wedge, 
Right ſmart, that day. N 


O thou, who midſt the Muſes all, 
Plays while they rapt'ring fing, 

Attentive hear thy vot'ry's call, 

An' view his drooping wing. 


hs, 
How mournfu', how forlorn I crawl, 
Far frae Parnaſian ſpring ; | 
Oh! deign to ſtoop, an' from this thrall 
Thy once-lov'd Bardie bring, 
In 1 . this day. 


I ceas*d—and to my huge amaze, 

That bordert maiſt on fear, 

Upon ae end the WaI LET raiſe, 

Thoꝰ cram't wi? ſilken gear; 

While I, wild glowrt, to ſee its ways, 
An' ſtood a' een an' ear, 

= It ſolemn ſhook its verdant claes, 

 Syne in tone hoarſe and queer, 

Thus ſpoke, that day. 


« Ve proud, provokin', hair-braint aſs! 
 Owre lang I've borne your bleth'ring, 
I've lain a* frythin* on the graſs, 

To hear yer nonſenſe gath'ring. 

Ye ve brought me to a bonny pals, 
Since your rhime wings war feathering, . 
An now, ſet up yer ſaucy jaws - 
Farth! ye deſerve a leath' ring, 

| Right ſnell, this day. 


. 
Ha'e ye ſae ſoon forgot the gude 
| Whilk I ha'e aften doon you? 
Had ye no ance aneath me ſtood, | 
JohN ſwore that he wad poon you. 
Whan ye feil in the ſnawy flood, 
'F truntl't frae aboon you, 
or trouth ye'd ſoon been fleſh an“ blood, 


For Craws to pick, and ſpoon you 
Wi' their _ that day. 


Weel may ye aka 3 ie black; 
Whan fearfu* winds loud gurPd, ' - 
An' mony a lum dang down—an' ſtack, 

|  Heigh? the air up ſwirl' d, 
Alangſt yon brae, ye-clam, an* ſack, 
Don whiles like to be whirl'd, 

Had I no {lippet aff yer back, 

An' ere I ſtoppet, hurPd 
| x To the fit, 8 


Not to relate how aft, in 3 
When Night without did bluſter, 

On me ye've laid yer crazy harns, 

An' fix*t me for a bouſter. 


660 
* here wad ye lie, an' fit by turns, 

An' rhyme een in that poſture, 

Or through the thack ſurvey the ſtarns, - 
Till glimm'rin* Night did foſter 
The new-born ay. 


For me, indeed (1 ſcorn to 1 
Ye've tholt ſome bits o' loſles ; 

For me ye've waded to the knees, 
Thro' gutters, bogs an' moſſes; 

For me, adventur'd foamin' ſeas, 
An' met wi' mony croſſes; 

For me, ye've tell't ten thouſan' lies, 
An meaſurt ſtairs an' cloſſes, 

For mony A Fs 


But than, refle& what blifsfu” gluts 
O' Parritch ye ha'e bury'd 
Within the caverns o' yer guts, 
While wr me ye ha'e tarry'd; 


What dawds o' cheeſe, frac out yer clauts, 


Wi' fury ye ha'e worry'd; 
How aft lain dozin out yer wits, 
* to be hurry'd 
By ought, that day.” 


(6) 


“ Gude ables. (quo! I) thou's get the gree 
O' Wallets, De'ils, or Witches: 
A ſpeakin' Pacx's owre learnt for me, 
Or ane that ſteers an' fitches. 
Wha kens, but thou may Maſter be, 
An' haul me thro” the ditches, : 
Or may-be learn (preſerves!) to Hee, 
An? lea? me in the clutches 
bes rags, ſome day. of 
1 OR inner! think how wor 
I' ve fillt yer pouch wi” catter— 
For gudeſake whiſht ! we're baith gane daft, 
It's nonſenſe a' this ſplutter., 
Come to my ſhouthers, warp an* waft, 
Nae mair we'll flyte an* chatter ;” 
Sac aff I trudg'd alang the craft, 
An' ended 2” the clatter, | 
| In peace, that _ 


———— —ę— Aro ora avi? ⏑ NR" Yn, penn 
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( 64 ) 
CHARACTER, 
DRAWN FROM LITE. 
AND ADDRESS'D TO ITS OWNER. 


REAT Son of Bacchus! and of droufy Sloth! . 
Thou human Maggot, thou'infipid Moth! 
Whoſe whole Ambition is in'beU'to iſnore, 25 
Whoſe Life is Liquor, and whoſe Soul's a roar. * 
Through thy dark ſkull ne'er peept a ray of light; 


_ "Tis black as Chaos, and eternal Night; 


Confuſion's dizzy ſeat, — the pregnant ſource, 
Where Nonſenſe iſſues with reſounding force; 
Where floods on floods, from Morn to Ev'ning pours, 
Wrapt up in Laughs and loud unchriſtian roars. 


When Sunday ſummons grave religious fools, 


To pore o'er Books, or drink the Pulpit rules, 


1 
From vulgar bounds thou bravely dares to tread, 
And ſpends thy Sunday gloriouſly in bed. 
There thinks, perhaps, or dreams of Sin and Death, 
This maxim holding as a point of faith, 
« To Heav'n there's, many ways, and tis confeſt, 
[Who finds the ſmootheſt, ſurely finds the beſt.” 


on Gop, or Temple, no reſpect thou puts: i | 
an Iun :s thy Temple, and thy God's thy gts. 


A Father's precepts, or a Mother's tears, So: ol 
His plain example, or her meddling fears. „ | 
Shall thou regard? No, twere paſt utt'rance low, . | 
Such fools as Mathers or old Sires to know. 3 ICY 1 
When at thy honour they advance their horns, | 
Thou d—ns her nonſenſe, all his maxims ſcorns; = 'I 
comes home wad drunk, and, O immortal B. 
sas up a duſt, and knocks thy Mother down! 


e POP EE CB Dr a A ET 


(66 ) 


THUNDE R-STO R M. 


OT Summer reign'd, and the bright Orb of day 
- High over head roll'd on his cloudleſs way ; 
No rains appear'd, to chear the parched earth, 


Nor dewy evenings ſwell'd the oaten birth, 


Nor cooling breezes, curl'd along the ſtreams, 
Where Youths repair'd, to ſhun the ſcorching beams; 
Ten thouſand Inſects ſwarm the ſultry air, 
Crowd in each room, and haunt us ev'ry where; 
While, mute, the Warblers to the Groves retreat, 


And ſeek the Shade, to ſhun the burning heat. 


Two ſick ning Montlis had thus rol'd joyleſs by, 
While heat reign'd tyrant from the vaulted ſky, 
Again the Sun roſe in the flaming Eaſt, | 
And pour'd his rays o'er Earth and Ocean: 's breaſt 
But ere yon high Meridian he had gain d. 
Surrounding Clouds his dark ning viſage ſtain'd, 


<6) 
Clouds pil'd on A in diſmal huge array, 


Swell from the South, and blot the face of day. 


Oer the bleak ſky a threat ning horror ſpreads; 
The Brooks brawl hoarſer from their diſtant beds; 
The coming ſtorm, the woodland natives view, 


Stalk to the Caves, or ſeek the ſheltering Lew; 


There, penſive droop, and eye the ſtreaming rain, 


| While light ning ſweeps, and Thunder ſhakes the 


Fan. 


Dire is the fate of the old wand ring ſwain, 
Who ſees the ſtorm, and hurries o'er the plain; 


The plain, far waſte, unknown to human tread, 


The gloom, faſt mingling, diſmal o'er his head. 
No cottage near, to ſhield his hoary age; 

All earth denies him refuge from its rage. 

Tis black around Swift from the threat ning ſkies, 
A ſudden, Aaſh darts on his ſtartl ſtartl'd eyes. 
Trembling he ſtops, but how aghaſ his ſoul, 
When burſting, harſh, rebounding thunders roll! 
The loud'ning roar confounds his tortur'd ear, 
His diſtant friends call forth the briny tear; 
Till (hapleſs ſwain !) the fiery bolt of death, 
Extends him lifeleſs o'er the with ring heath. 


I 


The low-hung clouds, broke by this mighty ſound, 
Pour down a deluge, o'er the gaping ground: 
Each flate, each tile, teems with a fireaming rill; 
Thick falls the clattering torrent thicker ftill; 

Of vivid light'ning, blazes on the ſaſh; 
White follows, flow, the loud tremendous roar, 
As beav'n itſelf was in dread fragments tore. 


Down hurls the boiling Brook——huſh'd is the 
Brooks riſe to Rivers Rivers fell to Seas — 
Smooth-gliding Carr, theme of my infant ſong, 
Swell'd, broad and brown, reſiſtleſs pours along, 
In winding majeſty, where Damon's dome, X 
Half launch'd, detains big whit'ning hills of foam ; 
Then raves, loud, thund'ring o'er the ragged rocks, 
Sweeps, headlong down, tumult'ous planks and 


wha 


blocks, 5 3 
While crowds of Milters, gaze and tear their dulty | | 
locks. 3. 


Thus foaming CarTHa ſwells from ſhore to ove, 
— Ridin 69ALE ILL. 


| Lone, on her banks, the rain-ſoak'd Fiſher ſtrays, 3 
Intent and mindleſs of th* involved * 


„ ( 69 ) 

Tho! the bleak heav'ns crait their watr'y Kore, 
With rapid force, and'laſh the foamy ſhore; 
Calm, and/undaunted, mongſt this lines he works, 
And thro' red Light nüngeres the n 


Slow paſi d che day, till dreadful night o'erſpread, | 

A diſmal darkneſs oder each mortal's head; 

No moon appear'd, no ſſtar heamd to che eye, 
Uproar rav d monarch thro' the aflnighted cy 

Stern THUNDER, ſorm'd imperious from his throne, 
Hail furious flew, and ſweepy n ſhone. 


Sbehak to the doſe receſles of the room, 
Aſſembled neighbours fat, in ſolemn gloom; | 
All eye, to catch the frequent ſtartling flaſh, | 
All ear, when roar'd the awe-imprefling craſh ; | 
Fear fat on ev'ry brow, and Guilt, diſtreſt, 2 | 

| 
| 
| 


Believ'd each bolt directed to his breaſt. 


kind ĩis that Pow'r, whoſe dread . voice 
Lulls the loud tempeſt's wild diſcordant noiſe. 

With us he bids beſt bleſſings long delay, | 

While harſh difaſters poſt in ſpeed away. | 


Soon as young Morn gain'd on the ſulky Night, 8 
A beauteous proſpect met th enraptur d ſight: | 


0 „ 3 
The peatly dew-drops twinkl'd on the Spray," wy 
And Larks, aſcending, welcom'd in the day; 
Bright ProzBus, uſh'ring from his wat” ry bed, 
Superbly roſe, and chear'd the drooping meadz 
Fleet fled the ſhades of Night, wak'd from the Grove, 
Glad chant the Birds, ſoft coos the hermit Dove 5 
High from the blue expanſe his glory pours, 
Boundleſs, abroad, and dyes the glitt'ring flow'rs; | 
Lambs dance, and brooks, melodious, murm'ring run; 
Creation ſmiles, and hails the glorious Sun. 


OM THR 


_ 


LONG EXPECTED DEATH 
os 
4 WRETCHED MISER. 


Wealth he has none, who mourns his ſeanty ore, 
And, mid/t of plenty, ftarves, and thinks he's poor. 
: Pore. . 


TP branchin' Birk yer winnocks hing, 37 
Whang down the cheeſe owre heaps o bread; ; 
Roun' wi' the Blue, an' roar an? ſing, 

For camſheugh aul' F********; is dead 


Hech! is he dead? Then ilka chiel 
May now be fear't for Death's fell nips, 
Since he wha fac'd the vera De'il, OS 
Has fa'n beneath the ſpectre's grips. 
k | 


d 


C92) 


Whare will the god o' gowden ore, 


Light on a Box wi' fic a dog, 
To guard by night an' day his ſtore, 

Since Jonx's laid caul below the fug? 
His fearſome blue Kilmarnock cowl, 

His cloutet hoſe, an' farks, and bedding, 
Wi' weel-ſwall't ſocial vermin foul— _ 

1 faw them a' flung to the midding. 


Now, CLooTtz, loup an' ſhake yer rump, 
Nae mair ye'll need at night to watch him, 

Grim glowrin by ſome auP tree-ſtump, 
An' rattlin' airns in vain to catch him. 

Nae mair need ye in corp-like ſnape, 
Aneath the midnight moon lie ſtreeket; 


Nor wi' lang clauts, like ony graip, 5 
Wauk thro? his * an' doors 2 leeket. 5 


Whiles, like : a Cat, "wy tread his elf, 

An' range amang his plates an' bannocks; 
Whiles rumlin' owre his box't- up pelf, 
Or chappin' awſome at his winnocks. 


. 
But a' your ſchemes, an a“ your plots, 
An' a the midnights frights ye lent him; 
An' a' the fear o' tyning Notes 
Was naething till a Wife ye ſent him. 


« A Wife! a oprſe! (quo? Jann, in rage, 
Soon as his tickling heat abated )) 
A black, bare we, ta vex my age!“ 
He faid, he girn't, fare, an regretted, 
His dearie, glad d' ficcan routh, © 
| To mill a note was aye right ready; 
Aft ſhe wad kiſs his toothleſs mouth, 
| While Jon keen ca'd her his ain Lady. 


When in the hed, (whare a' fouks gree) 
An' Joan laid foun' wi' Venus? capers, 

She raiſe—lowſt frac his breeks the key, 
Slade up the lid, an' poucht the papers, 


This paſs't a wee, till rous d he ran, 
Hie viſited his caſh,—his heav'n; 
He coudna ſee, but trem'lin* fan” 
A yearly income frac him riv'n. 


„ 
Gude gods! what tortures tare his ba” =; 
He'groan'd, he ſpat, he glowrt, he ſhor d; 
Then rais't a moſt tremend'ous growl, 
Sunk by the box, and deſperate roar'd: 


5 My foul—my all—my filler's fled! 
Fled wi' a baſe confounded limmer! 
O grief o' griefs !—alake, my head! 
N head rins roun my een grow dimmer. 


Oh! had J ta'en but Rap's . 

By clean an' fair my daft thing ſtuing“: 

It's torn my heart in mony a flice, 
An? now, at laſt, 5 been my ruin. 


The Jade, ſince e*er we met; ilk night, 
Wi' wabſters rows amang the . 
Has born a get, an* tho* untighht 
She kens my pith, ca's me its father. e 


* 


* * 
. » Ld 
„ 74 


| * „ This refers to a ſatirjcal Epiltl ſent him by his Son, 

who hearing of the old Nabal's matrimonial intentions, ex- 

claimed againſt his folly, recommending him to this _ 
1085 of conquering his wantonneſs, 


e 
My ſons, wi* chan'ler chafts gape roun', 
To rive my gear,” my filler frae me; 


While lice an' fleas, an* vermin brown, 
Thrangt i in x ſarks, eternal flae me. 


Ye precious remnants! ! curſt to me; ; 

Ye deareſt gifts to Jon e er giv'n, 
Wi' you P've liv'd, wi? you P'll die, 

Wi' you Pll gang to H. Il or Heav'n.” 


He ſpak'; an' on the vera ſpot, 


Ramt goud an' notes, wi trem lin? hurry, + 


In han'fu's down his gorg'd-up throat, 
While blude lap: frac his een in fury. 56 5 


law wi dread, an- ran my lane, 


To clear his throat, and eaſe his breathing ; 


But ere I reach't, he gied a grane, 
An' lifeleſs lay alang the leathing. 


3 
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MORNIN 8 ADVEN TURE. | 


; 
"1 


No hail ſweet Morn, and trace the woody ſhore, 
1 Where foaming Cal DER pours his rapid ſtream, 
His high-hung banks, and tott'ring cliffs t explore 

And gloomy Caves, unknown to Sol's fair beam. 


Three youthful Swains tho adjoining Village left, 
Ere from a chimney roll'd the lazy ſmoke, 
Ere the lone ſtreet of filence was bereft, 
Or pale- ey d Mornin g to the view had broke. 


B. 


Along a winding path they kept their way, 

| Where trees, embracing, hung a ſolemn ſhade ; 
Paſs'd the old Mill, o'ergrown with ſhaggy hay, 
And gain'd the ſummit of a riſing glade, 


A p 


9 


Now, frotn the eaſt, the faintly dawning Morn, 
With op'ning ſmile, adorn'd the dewy mead ; 
The Blackbird, whiſtled from the blooming thorn, © 
And early Shepherd, tun'd his rural reed. 


Gray miſts were hov'ring round the mountain's brow; 
IThro' the ſtill air murmur'd the riv let near 3 

The Fields were glitt ring in the Morning's glow ; 
And ſweeteſt Muſic thrill'd the raviſh'd ear. 


Smit with the charms of Song Pil AN DER ſtood, 

| To hear his Art by each ſmall throat outdone z - 

While Damon view'd the CO 1 n and 
Wood, 11 

And ſnatch'd the pencil to make al his own. 


Beneath arev'rend Oren 8 . 
His drooping head half on his hand reclin'd * 27 

Borne on the Muſe's wing, his ſoul had ſprung, - 

And left the waren littlels form behind. | 


Where now was Care, that N * g Fi Fiend, 
The Wealthy's horror, and the poor Man's pain, 

Who bids fierce paſſions tear the trembling Mind, 
And wakes his — his infernal train. 


ns 78 +28 
Fled was the Spectre to ſome Stateſman's breaſt 
Some raving Lover, or ſome Miſer's cell; 
Nought now appear'd, but made them inly bleſt, 
L | nw all around conſpir d their joys to ſwell. 


Hail, 1 Swains! involv'd in rap'trous thought, 
Oh! could I leave you thus, and truly . 

That here, in peace, fair Nature's charms you ſought, | 
And thus, __ you path d the Morn away. 


But Truth compels, nor 4 1 hide your fate, 
My trembling hand She guides to tell your dons 

How oft, alas! on Mirth does Mis'ry wait, 
How oft is ſunſhine ſunk in deepeſt gloom ! 


As on the airy ſteep they ſilent lay, 

The murm'ring River foaming far below, 
Young Damon's Dog, as round he rang'd for prey, 
10 ſome * Bull inſulted, ſeiz d the Foe. 


As en in Head of Night, on the dark Main, 

Two en'mies meet, and awful filence keep, 

Sparkles the match! then peals and cries of pain, 
Arouſe the Night, and grow! along the Deep. 


1 


cn) 


- $0 burſt loud roarings thro' th affrighted Sky, 
Firm Rocex hung, fix'd by his noſtrils deep; 
Loud ſwell'd the war, till, from the margin high, 
Both whirl'd down headlong o'er th enormous 


How look d our Youths! They heard the thund'ring 
ſound, 
Daſh'd in the Vale they faw the Herdes laid; 
whole crowds of Ruſtics rudely gath ring round, 
Alarm'd they ſaw, and thro' the buſhes fled. 
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7 | 1 
OW darkneſs blackens a” the ſtreets; 
The rowan e' e nae object meets, 
slave yon caul' cawſey lamp, 
That has ſurviv'd the dreary Night, - 
At lanely beams wi' blinkin' light, 
Right deſolate a an' damp. 


Fore- doors an' winnocks ſtill are ſteeket, 
An' Cats, wi ſilent ſtep, and ſleeket, 
Watch whare the Rattons tirl; 
or met in yards, like ſquads o Witches, 
Rive ither's hair out wi” their clutches, 
An' ſcreech wi eldritch ſkirl. 


„ 
Now mony a ane, ſecure frac harin, 
Lies row't in blankets ſnug, an' warm, 
Amus'd wi? gowden dreams; 
While ithers ſcart their ſides an” lugs, 
\ Tormentet wi” infernal Bugs, 3 
Thick ſwarmin? frae the ſeams. 


Some ſunk amid their kimmers arms, | 
Are huggin* matrimonial charms, 
In bliſs, an' rapture deep. 
Some turnin”, curſe the greetin' wight _ 
For ſkirling a' the live- lang night, 
An' keepin* them frae fleep. . 


Some weary Wight perhaps, like me, 
Doom'd, Poverty's diſtreſs to dree, 
Mlisfortune's meagre brither ; 
Now dauners out beneath the ſtarns, 
Wi' plans perplexing ſtill his harns, 
To keep his banes thegither. 


Now laſſes ſtart, their fires to kin'le, 
An' load the chimly wi' a tanle 
O' bleezin' coals an' cin'ers: 
Syne ſcowr their ſtoups, an” tankar's clear, 
An' glaſſes dight wi? canny care, | 
| To grace the Gentry's dinners. 


Can) 
Wy clippet feathers, kame an' chirle, 
The Gameſter's Cock, frac ſome aul burrel, 
. Proclaims the Morning near; 
Ik chiel now frac his hammock jumps, 
The floor receives their lang bare ſtumps, 
| An' wives an' 2's aſteer. 
Now, reck 5 briſkly out the lums; 
Loud thro' the ſtreet the Piper bums, 
x In Highlan' vigour gay. 
Doors, hatches, winnock-brods are ſteerinꝰ; 
An' ev'ry ane, in ſhort's, preparin? | 
* meet the toils of Ar. 


— 
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To aA YOUNG AUTHOR, 


— 


M Bard who'd wiſh to merit bays, 15 
Should ſhut his ears when Aﬀes praiſe, 

And from. the real Judge alone, 

Expect a halter or a JO A 


— 


A Monxzy wt in leiſure hours, | 
Was wondrous fond of Herbs and Flow? rs, 
(For once he'd worn a GARD NER'S chain, 
But wander'd to his Woods again), | 
Travers'd the Banks—the Mountain's brow, 
The lonely Wilds—the Valley low, 
Collecting, as along he hies, 

Flow'rs of unnumber'd tint and ſize, 


1 C 84) 

Till hid beneath the lovely ſpoil, 

He onward ſtalk d with chearful toil, 2k ee | 
Thus chatting: Now, III ſhine alone, 411% | 

TI enen n own.“ HA | 


4.8 | 
Zh A Spot he Mikes to bar his parts, 
Scratches the ſoil—the blooms inſerts. 
| Here ſtuck a Roſe, there plac'd a Pink; 
| With various flow'rs ſtuffs ev'ry chink ; 
| Torn branches forr. his ſpreading Shrubs, ] 
| O'ertopt with ſtately Shepherds Clubs; d 
| Long ragged ſtones roll'd on the border, 1 
| Al plac'd ſans root, or een or ! 4 A 
| | } ( 
1 Around him throng'd the mimic crew, 8 
1 Amaz'd at the appearance new, 1 
Survey'dthe Shrubs—the nodding Flow'rs, 
And, ſtruck with wonder at his pow'rs, | 
| . Pronounc'd him, with applauding gape, 
1 L A moſt expert, ingenious Ape ” 
Ii < Knew Man the genius you inherit, 
; Unbounded fame would crown your merit”, 
b He proudly bow*d—approv'd their taſte, 
| And for the Town prepares in haſte, - 


A ſpecies of wild Flowers. | 


When now, amid the ragged ranks, 
A Bx appear'd, with ſearching ſhanks; 
From Bloom to Bloom ſhe rov'd alone, 
With hurrying flight, and folemn drone. 
Puc ſaw ; and, proud of ſuch a Gueſt, | 
Exclaim'd, ©. Say, Friend, did ſuch a feaſt | 
Fer bleſs thy ſearch ? Here welcome ſtray ; þ 
Freſh ſweets ſhall load thee ev'ry day 
"Twas I that rear d them—all is mine; 
I bore the toil, the bliſs be thine.” 
Conceited Fool! (the Bzz reply'd) 
Theſe pilfer d, rootleſs Blooms I've try'd, 
Nor Bliſs, nor Sweets, repaid my pains, Y 
Of theſe as void as thou'rt of Brains. 
She ſpoke ; the ſcorching Noontide came, 
The Garden with'ring, ſunk his fame. 


E P 1 


o 8 droll, auld- farran chiel, 
Some rhyme Tſe now ha'e wi? thee, 
May I gang hurlinꝰ to the Dell, 
But Fd be blythe to ſee thee. 
Mang z the chiels wha bear a pack, 
Ihhro' kintra, town, or claughan, 
The fint a ane can tell a crack, 
[Jil ſets us aye a laughin”, . 
Like thee, this day. 


A ſnawy winter's now maiſt owre, 
Since we frae ither parted; | 

RE Like ony ghaiſt I than did glowre, 
Wi' ſickneſs broken hearted. 


A BROTHER PEDLAR. 
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Co > 


But, by my ſang! now gin we meet, 
We'll ha'e a tramp right clever, 
Since I'm now ſtively on my feet, 


An' hale an' weel as ever, 
This bleſſed day. 


Whiles whan I think: -upo* our tramp, 8 
It ſets me aft a ſneering, No. 
Though deed our conſcience it ſhou'd damp, 7 
Whan we ca' to a clearing, e 
How whiles, amang the laſſes ſmocks, 
We rais d an unco ſphutter ; 
On Sundays ſpeePt owre awfu! rocks, 
at ramt auld Grannie' g butter, 
| Wr the plate, yon ye 
Pl ne'er r forget yod dreadfur morn, 6 
That maiſt had prov'd our ruin, 
Whan ye fat on a fack forlorn, 
Ha'f dead wi' fright and ſpewin”. 
Waves daſhing down wi' blatt' rin (kyle, 
Win's roarin'—Sallors flyting ; 3 
Poor wretches bockin', rank an' file, 
An' ſome (God knows) maiſt ſh—ing 
Their breeks, that day. 
M | 
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Thou gh Conſcience gab, we try to ſteek, 


It gres ane vhiles a taſsle; 
I'm cheated gin it didna ſpeak, 
Right ſmartly at Fa's Caſtle. 


| "Wh Jute, ſhe'd curſe our ilka op, 


When ſhe tauld owre her ſiller; 
But, faith! ſhe got an honeſt kepp, 
Might ſer't a decent Miller. 


Sax year an' mair. 


Lang may thou, aye right ſnug an dry, a 


Frae Barns be kept aback, . 
Whare Tinkler Wives, an' Beggars ly, 
An' rain ſeeps thro? the thack. 
Aft may ſome canty kintra wife, 
Wan hunger wrings thy painches, 
Draw through her cheeſe the 3 knife, 
An' * tap thy enn wi' lunches 

O: a that day. 


ON AN 


* 


vN o TEAS E TAYLOR. 


2 like true Sl 0 * the Thumle, 
Sav'd aye a remnant as his due; 
And ne er was heard to grudge or grun le, 
As lang's he fan his belly fi. 


SIRS! he's e'en awa' indeed, 
Nae mair to ſhape or draw a thread, 
Or ſpin a crack, or crump his bread, 
An' hotch, an' gigle; ; 
Or wave the elwan owre his head 
To fi ght the Beagle. 


In mornings ſoon; ere ſax o'clock, 
Whan blankets hap a' ſober fouk, 
Whan fires are out, an* ſhoon, an' troke 
C.onfuſe the floor, | 
Nae mair we'll ſtart to hear his knock, 
An' roaring ſtoor. 
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Whan days war caul, near, bit by bit, r 

Cloſe at the glowan ribs he'd fit, | +4 

An' ilka wee the eldin „ ok. 5 - 
An' gab fu trimly; I | 

An' aye the tither mouthfu- ſpit ET 55 
* the chimly. =_ 


Ye creepin' beaſts, that hotch an' wheel 
Through neuks o' breeks, an' ye that ſpeel, 
Swallt, gray and a now lift ilk heel | 

WY gleefu' ſpeed ; 

An' up the N in hun'ers reel, 

Since Raspy's dead. 


- ww 


Aſſemble a' yer ſwarmin' legions, 
Baith jumpin' black an' .creeſhy ſage anes, 
An', rank an' file, parade your cage ance, 
Nor needles dread, 
| But loud proclaim through a' yer regions, 
| | That RaBBY' 8 _ ” "5 


Nae mair his 8 to death ſhall poſt ye; 
Nae mair his needle- points ſhall toaſt ye; 
N or hall his horrid gooſe e'er roaſt ye, 
For hear't o' Lice! _ 
Death's made yer foe as caul an ' froſty, 
As ony ice. 


„ 
Wi' wonter a re on im worry 
Up cogs © kail, in hungry hurry ; 
Grip up the cheeſe, in gapin fury, 
1 A [Ant hew geen flies, 
Syne punds o't in his entrails bury, . - 
| In pan pieces. 


Twa pints o e bolt ſolid ſowins, GEAR et 
Wi' whauks o' gude ait-far'le cowins 
Synt down wi 2 or whiſky lowins, 
| Before he'd want, 
Wad ſcarce ha'e ſer't the. wretch to chew ance, 
| Or choke a gant. 8 


Yet RaBBy aye was douſely dautet ; ; 
For ſoon as ilka diſh was clautet, 
He'd lift his looves an' een, an” fa to't, 8 
: Oyre plates an” banes, 
An' lengthen out a grace weel ſautet 
8 Wi' haly granes. 


Aft ha'e I heard him tell o' frights, 
Sad waefu' ſoun's, and dreary ſights, 
He's aften got frae warlock wights, 
| An' Spunkie's bleeze, 
Gaun hame thro? muirs, and eerie heights 
O' black fir-trees. 


„„ 


Ae night aul' Bzssre Balnp him keepet, _ 

Thrang cloutin' claes till twall was chappet ; > 8 

But foon's he got his kyte weel ſtappet 

© Wi ſomething ſtout; 
An- gooſe in's nieve, right ſnugly happet, 

He Cannert out. 


Maiſt 1 he met a lang black chiel, 
Wi' huggers, ſtilts, an' pocks o“ meal, 

| Wha drew a durk o- glancin ſteel 

To rob an' maul him! 


Ran rais't his brod wi' deſp*rate wheel, 
An' left him ſprawilin . 


Tho aft by ends, and witches chas't, 
An' mony a dead man's glowrin' ghaiſt ; 
Let on his knees he ae time fac't 

The De'il himſel'; 


An) ſent him aff in dreadfu' haſte, 
Roarin' to HII. 


But, oh! ae night prov'd his miſhap! 
Curſe on the wide-moutht whiſky-cap ; 
; Beware, beware 0' ſic fell ſap, 1 5 
Fe Taylor chiels! 


For RABBY drank owre deep a drap 
O' JANET STEEL's. 
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Mirk was the night—out Razsy doitet, | 

'Whiles owre big ſtanes, his ſhins he Enoitet, ll 

Alangft the Dam the Bodie ſtoitet, — 
| Wi' ſtaucherin' flounge, 

Till, hale-fale, in the Lade he cloitet, 0 I 

Wy dreadfu pnge. © | 


Loud tho? he roart, nane was aſteer, 
His yells, an fearfu'* granes to hear; 
The current ſuckt him, near an' near, 
Till, wi' a whirl, 

The big wheel cruſht his guts an- i, 
Like ony Burrell. 1 
Next morning, gin the peep o' day, 
Alang the ſtanes, caul' dead he lay! 
Crouds ran to hear the fatal fray, 

: Wives, weans an' men 
Lamentin', while they ſaw his clay, 

Poor RABBV's en“. 
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TO MR. A Canes, | 


Falkland *, , | October — 


ROM that ſame ſpot, ha once a Palace ſtood, 
(Now hanging drear, in tott'ring fragments, rude; 
While thro' the roofleſs walls, the weather te, 
The haunt of Pigeons, and of lonely Owls.) 


Theſe lines receive—For, hark! the laſhing rain vn; . | Fa 

In ſtreaming torrents, pours along the plan: 

Yet, ſnugly here I fit, with Quiet bleſt; Ar 

While my poor Pack, fits perching on a cheſt, _ Hi 

To him whoſe ſoul on Fancy's heights ne'er ſoar'd, 

g How painful Solitude! and how abhorr'd !- | 
op : | WI 
w. 

* A ſmall 9 WA in Fifeſhire, 4 our Scots Kings = I 


ſometimes to reſide. 


Time, tardy ſteals; we curſe the lazy Sage; 
And ling'ring moments lengthen to an age. 


Not ſo with him on whom the Muſes ſmile ; 1 
Tach hour they ſweeten, and each care beguile; 
Yet ſcorn to viſit, or ev'n once be kind, AT 
While buſtling bus'nefs juſtles through the mind: 
But, when retir'd from noiſe, he lonely roves, 
Through flow'ry banks, or ſolitary groves ; 
Leans on the velvet turf—explores a book, 

Or eyes the bubbling of the ceaſeleſs brook ; 
The Muſe deſcends, and ſwells his throbbing breaſt, 
To j Joys, to raptures neꝰ er to be expreſt. 


Curſt is the week, whom cruel 9250 removes 
Far from his native, and the few he loves; 
Who, ever · penſive, ponders on the paſt, 
And ſhrinks, and trembles at Misfortune's blaſt ; 
His is the fate that ev'n Infernals ſhare ; 
Pain, without hope, and Nis r and Deſpair. 


There was a time (no diſtant date oa 
When ſuch my fate was, and my ev'ry groan : 
When ſtruggling hard, for baſe unlaſting pelf, 
[ ſtabb'd, I tortur'd, and I rack'd myſelf. 

Wo” | 


That with our Courage, all our ſucceſs fails, 
That Heav'n abhors, and ſhow'rs with fury dread. 
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And oft the tear ſtole down his chearleſs face; 


„„ 


B 
And what, I pray, did all theſe lighs avail, .:': | N 
For ever hapleſs, and for ever pale? xi at} N 
Inglorious period! Heavens ! it fires my ſoul, Fe 


When ſuch reflections through my boſom roll; 


To hang the head with ſorrow and remorſe, 


From one poor evil, raiſing thouſands worſe. 


That Grief involves us in unnumber'd ills, | . 


Tormenting Ills on the Repiner's head. 

You'll freely own; to lift while I relate 

A ſhort Adventure of a Wretch's fate ; 6) 

A wretch whom Fortune long has held in pain. 
And, whoſe each hour ſome black misfortunes ſtain. 


Twas when the Fields were ſwept of Autumn'sſtore, 
And growling winds the fading foliage tore, 
Behind the Lowmon hill “, the ſhort-liv'd light, 
Deſcending flowly, uſher'd 3 m the night : 
When from the noiſy town, with mournful look, 
His lonely way, a meagre Pedlar took. | 
Deep were his frequent {ighs—careleſs his pace, 


* A hu ge Mountain that riſes near Falkland. 


3 C201 
Beneath a load of filks, and ſorrow bent, 


Nor knew, nor wiſh'd to know the road he went; 


Nor car'd the coming Night, or ſtormy air, 


For all his ſoul was welt'ring in deſpair. 


Dark fell the Night, a grim, increaſing gloom ; : 
Dark as the horrors of his fancied doom 
And nought was ſeen, and nought was heard around, 


But light'ning's gleams, and thunder's roar profound; 


Swell'd by the wind that howl'd along the plain, 
Fierce rattling hail, and unrelenting rain, 2 85 
While from dark thickets iſſu'd, as he paſt, 
Wild groans of branches bending from the blaſt, - 
Deep ſunk his ſteps, beneath the preſſing load, 
As down the rough declivity he trod, | 
And gain'd the unknown vale ; there, all diſtreſt, 
Prone on the road, himſelf he curling caſt. | 
And while the north, in ceaſeleſs rigour blew, 
And light'ning, mingling with the tempeſt flew, 
Amid the diſmal gloom, he raging ſpurn'd 

His weary load, and thus his mis'ry mourn'd. 

O mighty heavens! and Pm I forc'd to bear 
The ſcourge of fate, eternally ſevere ? | 
On me alone ſhall all thy fury roar ? 

Shall this determin'd vengeance ne'er be o'er ? 


6 98- ) 

Wretch that I am! while ev'ry village Hind, . _ 
Sits, in ſoft peace or downy fleep reclin'd, 
Here, hopeleſs here, in grim deſpair I lie, 1 
Laſh'd by the fierce, the growling midnight ſy; TE. 
Far from the reach of any human aid, N 
Here, ſunk in clay, my ſhivering limbs are laid; 


And here my Cares for ever will I cloſe ; 


This night ſhail finiſh my long train of woes, 
And ſome lone Trav'ller, ſtruck with dread remorducs "on 
Start at the ſight of my pale ſtiffen'd Cor ſe. 
$0 faid, he ſtretch'd him in the plaſhy clay, 

Clos d his fix d eyes, and bade adieu to day. 


ce And dy'd he?” No! Fate curs d him ſtill withbreatb, 


And ev'n witheld that gloomy bleſſing, Death. 

He graoan'd—and thrice, in agonizing ſtrife, 
Unlock'd his eyes, but found he ſtill had Life. 
Mean-time along the road, in ſwift approach, 
Sudden advanc'd a furious rattling coach ; 

The neighing ſteeds, before the laſhing whip, 

Loud clattering, flew adown the rapid ſteep. 

Our Hero heard, and ſtarting all aghaſt, 

Aſide himſelf, and trailing Budget caſt, 1 
While harſh, the huge Machine ſhot loud reo. | 


dering paſt, . 2 j. 


| 4 
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Then raiſing up his load, in ſullen ſtate, - 
Reſolv'd no more to curſe reſiſting Fate; 
A diſtant light appear'd from ſome lone Cot, | 
And thither joy'd, his way he plodding ſought ; 
Was kindly welcom'd to their homely fare Fs 
Hung « o'er the hearth, and talk'd _ his « a 


From this, my friend; one maxim you _ jon; | 
Ne'er of misfortunes grudgingly complain; 
Boldly to ſtruggle, ſhows a courage bright, 

For none but cowards fink beneath the weight, 
And thoſe who gain Fame, Fortune, or the Fair, 
Riſe o'er Deſpondence, and contemn Deſpair. 
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ro MB. T. b. 
F 
Hl E: rains are blattrin* Hi the fouth, 
| An' down the lozens ſeepin', 
An' Hens, in mony a cauP cloſs- mouth, 
Wi hingin, tails are dreepin', 
5 The Muſe an' me, | 
Wi frien'ly glee, 
Hae laid our heads thegither, 
Some rhyme to pen, = 
Syne bauldly ſen' * 
To you the jinglin „blether. 
| Ar 
Auld Reekie, for this month an' mair, . : 


Has held me in her boſom ; 


| 6 
Her ſtreets a' ſtreamin' like a fair, 

Wi' mony a beauteous bloſſom ; 

Their boſoms whilk, 
Seen through the Wh, 

Heav'd up fae bleſt uneven, 
Maiſt gars me ſwear, 
To tempt us here 

nou drapt them down frae heav'n. 


Here, ſtrutting wi' their glitrrin? boots, 
An' flutterin* a' wi' ruflles, 
The Coxcomb keen, to rax his koots, 
Bow. the plainſtanes ſhuffles: _ 
Wi' ſweet perfumes, 
Like apple blooms, 
He fills the air aroun' ; | 
His hale employ, 
How to enjoy 
Ihe pleaſures of the town. 


Fair as the gay enrapt'ring Nine, 
That tread the fam'd Parnaſſus, 
And rang'd in mony a glerious line, 

Appear the bouncin laſſes; 
Whaſe ſhape, n 
An' killing looks, 


01 
An' claes, like e ening clulss 
Wad Hermits fire 
Wi' fond deſire, 
10 leave their caves an? woods. 


Here mony a wight, frae mony a place, 
g At mony an occupation, 
Exhibits mony a grooſome face, 
In . conſternation; 
Some ſhakin' bells, 
Some hammerin” Kells, 4 | 
Some coblin* ſhoon in'cloyſters; ( 
Here coaches whirlin', | | 
There fiſh-wives ſkirlin*, 7 
" « Whay'l buy my cauler _—_ off 


But, ſce! yon diſmal form that wks, 
Black crawlin' owre a midding, 
Thrang ſcartin* ciners up, an' clouts, 
That i'the awſe lie hidden; 
While round her W | 
| Poor ſtarvin' dogs, 
Glowre fierce, wi' hungry gurle; 
She wi' a claſh 
| O _ or awſe, 
Begins a horrid quarrel. 


Ces), 
Sic creatures dauner, auld an clung, | 
Whan morning riſes gawſey; _ N 
An' mony a hutch o' human dung 
Lies ſkinklinꝰ owre the cawſeꝛ: 
Out -through't wat mod, | 
I've aften trod, - 
Wi' heart maiſt like to ſcunner, 
Oblidg't to rin, 
Leaſt, like a lin, 
Some W down 2 thun er. = 


O ſhocking mene but, Sir, to uo - 
I leave the moralizing, 8 
Ye hae the pictures in your view | 
Mair We N than pleaſing. | 
| | Farewell a wee ; | = = 
> IEEE: 
Wi' fortune bleſt i in ſeaſon, 5 5 
, Within your arme 5 OE 
10 claſp the charm 
That ings wad) Joy tO gaze ON. 
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Earapt with the proſpect, the Bard 50 around, 
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INVOCA TIO N, 


[ 
1 
RIGHT Phoebus had left his meridian height, | 
And downwards was ſtealing ſerene, 
The Meadows breath'd odour, and flowly the Riga _ -* 
Was ſadd'ning the midſummer ſcene ; 3 a 


Pp When down from his Canin, where many a long day 


Hard poverty held the poor ſinner, 
A pale, tatter'd Poet, purſu'd his lone way, a. 
To loſe thought of Care—and of dinner. 


The Lark high in air warbl'd out her ſweet notes, 
The Cuckoo was heard from the hill ; 

Fach thicket re-echo'd with muſieal throats, 
And gay glanc'd t the murmuring rill. 


Where Flora her treaſures had waſted, 
Thrice ſmote his full breaſt—rais'd his _ from the Swi 

| ground, I 

Kd thus great Apollo requeſted; : 


1160 
« O thou, who o'er heaven's empyrean height, 
Swift whirls on the chariot of Day; 
Thou Father of muſic, thou fountain of light, 
Prothendy hear while I prays | 


Let no ſurly com, I baſs thee, let none 
The mild, lucid hemiſphere riſe in, 


Till down to the verge of old Ocean thou'rt gone, 
And Thetis recelves thee rejoicing. 


With bright'niog Ideas my fancy inſpire, 


To wing the Parnaſſian Mountain; 
Ye thrice ſacred Nine, your kind aid I require, 
To taſte of the raviſhing fountain. 


Breathe ſofter, kind Zephyrs, oh! pity my clothes 
Nor rave {o”—thus far flow'd his ſong, 

For low'ring and diſmal, the horizon roſe, 
And clouds roll'd tumultuous along. 


The birds, all affrighted, ſhrunk mute from the ſpray, 
Hoarſe murm'rings were heard from the river; 

A black, horrid gloom overſpread the fad day, 
And made our poor Poet to ſhiver. 


Swift full in | his face the dread flaming ball Kall d. 
Down ruſh'd a fierce torrent of rain.; 
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0 er his headgrumblingthunder-voltcrſ a 
a e from earth back amain; | 


Bb an old SEVER. for ſhelter he crawl'd, | 
And clung by a ſhooting of birch ; 

Craſh went the weak branch, and the wretch, whil 
| | he bawld, © | 
At once tumbled fquaſh in \ the ditch. 


Hat firown'd with the delu ge, and frozen with fear, 
Apollo's mad vot'ry thus ſputter d; 
* Thou deaf, ſaucy ſcoundrel! why did'ſi chou not 
hear | | 
The kind ovation utter'd? 


And you, ye curs'd Nine! I deteſt your each form, :. 
Rank cheats ye're I know, nor ſhall hide it; 
For thoſe who won't ſhield a bare Bard from the ſtorm, 
Can ne*er lend him * to — * 


80 ſaid to the village he ſcamper'd along, | 
Poor wretch, with a petrified conſcience ;  * 

His prayers unanſwer'd—his appetite ſtrong, 
And all his attempts gone to nonſenſe. 


FROM 
A BROTHER SKELETON. 


Is there no Patron to prote® the Muſe, 
And * or her Parnaſſus barren ſoil ? 
Tronsox. | 


LOFT to high Parnaſſus” hill, 
I heard thy pray'r aſcending ſwift ; 
And are the Nine propitious ſtill 

To grant thy wiſh, and end the Gift? ? 
Has kind Apollo made a ſhift, 

To roll down ftom his kitchen high 
A ſirloin huge—a ſmoking lift, 

To feed thy keen devouring eye? 


If ſo, O much aid Swain ! 
Thou'rt ſurely Phcebus, fav'rite Bard; 

Thy glitt ring blade in fatneſs ſtain, 
No more complain thy lot is hard, 
And while the juice beſmears thy beard, 

And plumps thy meagre 29h ne 
Think what's their caſe who ne'er have ſhar'd 
Such bliſs, but pray and en in vain. 


vet, if regardleſs of thy 18 

The Strumpets ſcorn to lend an ear— 
Beſtow upon thy caput brains, 

But ſtern refuſe thy belly chear ; 

If through thy hollow trunk thou hear, 
| Oft as the ſteam of Dinner ſoars, 
Remurm'ring ſounds of croaking fear, 
And melancholy quer'lous roars. 


If oft on chearleſs Winter's morn, 
| Thou ſpends, with thought, the thiv' 9 _ 
In ſolitary ſtate forlorn ; 3 5 
Like Cruickſton, or the Stanley Tow r, 
While, from thy half-clad ſides, the ſhow” r 
Of laſhing rain, or hail rebound, 
1 free thy iſſuing toes explore 
Tach miry creek, and kiſs the ground— 75 


* e ax #3, , 
"TER * 7 — 
4 


** AE ws + — 


Y, 


80 


If ills like theſe, for theſe are mine, | 
Attend thee like thy ſhadow cloſe, 

Know, E—n, that the nymphs divine, 
From whom our ſong continual flows, 


We call them bluſhing as. the Roſe, 


Endearing ſweet, enrapt' ring fair; 


They ſcorn, for nought, to take the doſe, 


80 pay us back! in n air. 


If thou muſt eat, ferocious Bard ! | 
Elſewhere importune for a dinner ; : 

Long thou may pray here, nor be heard, 
And praying make thee but the thinner. 


Do like the lank, lean, ghoſtly ſinner, 


That here preſumes to give advice, 
Ne'er court the Muſe for meat—to win her, 7 
Fen 1 and glory in the 8 1 
7 
Apollo knows that three lon g weeks, 
And pale the proſpect yet appears, 
On cruſts of hard brown bread and leeks, 
I've liv'd, and may for rolling years; 
Vet ſtill the muſe moſt kindly chears 
Fach craving day, and yawning night, 
Soft whiſp'ring ever in my ears, 
6 Be Fame thy belly's chief delight.” 
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Through future ages, then thy name, 


Th' immortal Goddeſs fhall preſerve 3 - 17. 


Be this thy dear, thy envy'd claim, 


For this extend thy ev'ry nerve; 
And ſhould that World thou ſtrains to ſerve, '(' 
| A ling'ring carcaſe food refuſe, 
Contemn their baſeneſs, boldly ſtarve, 
8 And die a martyr for the Muſe. 


More conſolation 1 might pour, 
But, hark! the tempeſt, how it blows! 
Thy inconſtant blaſt, with thund'ring roar 


| Ofer chimney tops more furious grows. 


The wintry drop, prone from my noſe, 


| Hangs gliſt ring in the candle's beam, 
And Want and Sleep's uniting throes, _ 
Here force me to forſake my theme. 
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F* ROM Fife's ru wk ſhore, where old Ocean loud 
bello ws, | 
And lofty Worm Caſtle 8 looks down o'er the 


main, 
From midſt an old hut, of ſome poor fiſher fellows, 


Accept of theſe lines from the Pedlar again. 
For never again ſhall he chant through the buſhes, 
That wave over Calder of Cartha's pure ſtream, 
Deſpair and Diſtraction have murder'd his wiſhes, 
And all his fond hopes are diſpers'd to a dream. 


In vain, o'er old Scotia, a ſtranger he travels, 
The huge ſmoky City or Hamlet's the ſame ; 

Here Ignorance dozes, of proud Grandeur revels, 
And 4 may ſtarve, and be d—n'd, nowfor them. 


* The beautiful ſeat of William Weyms, Eſq; Member of Par. 
hament for the County of Fife, | 
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So, dear Tom, farewell! and each chearful companion, 
With ſorrow, I bid you a long fad adieu; 

Some far diſtant country, for life, ll remain on, 
Where mem' 15 will weep while ſhe hovers o'er you. 


So kind you have been to the fortunclel Poet, 
Through all the harſh ſtages of life he's been in; 
That Gratitude throbs in his boſom to ſhow it, 
Yet where ſhall the Muſe, to relate them, begin. 
= When gloomy-brow'd Want, to attack my poor dwel:. ; 
4. Hig, 
With fury advanced, and mercileſs glare, 7 
| Your goodneſs diſpatched the Fiend loudly yelling, 
And ſnatch'd me to Peace from the jaws of Deſpair? 


When Fortune propitiouſly ſeem'd to aſſiſt me, 
Lou leapt at the proſpect, and ſhar'd in my bliſs; 
When all theſe evaniſh'd, and horror diſtreſs'd me, 

Vou lull'd every paſſion, and ſooth'd me to peace. 

And ſhall I forget you? No, rave on, thou tempeſt! 
Misfortune ! here pour all thy rage on my head; 

Though foaming with fury, around thou encampeſt, 
"Tis friendſhip alone that ſhall force me to bleed. 


* en joy from thy talk I will ne'er again borrow; 
T * fond, on thy face, I ſhall never gaze more; ; 
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( ä 
Yet Heaven, one day, will relieve us from ſorrow, 
And join us again on a happier ſhore. 
Then, farewell, my friend, and my deareſt companion, 
With tears I now bid you a-final adieu ; 12 
Some far diſtant country, for life, Pll remain on, 
Where Mem'ryſhall weep while ſhe hovers Oer you. 
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H! dark and dreary low'rs the night 
The rocking blaſts—the flaſhing * 
Unuſual horrors form ! 
Unhappy he, who nightly braves 
The fury of ſurrounding waves 
Amid this dreadful ſtorm. 


And yet, though far remote from ſhore, 
Though loud the threat'ning tempeſt roar, 
And heave the yawning deep, 


Hope chears each breaſt, that future winds, 


Shall waft them peaceful to their friends, 
| To comfort thoſe that weep. 


O 
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4 
Not ſo with me! diſtreſt, forlorn, : 
Still doom'd to weep; from night to morn, 
My life a chain of woes. | 
The Paſt, regret—the Preſent, care; 
The Future, black with grim Deſpair, 
Till earth ſhall o'er me cloſe. 


How happy they, who bleſt with health, 

And all the gen'rous joys that wealth, 
VDnſtain'd with ſadneſs, give; 

Enjoy the bliſs that hourly flows, 

Nor hear their hapleſs groans and woes, 

Who ſtruggle hard 20 live / 


O thou kind Pow'r! who hears my ſtrain, 
To whom I ſilently complain, | 
And lift my eyes in grief, 
'Tis thine to bid the tempeſt roll, 
'Tis thine to ſooth the ſtruggling ſoul, 
And bring the wretch relief. 


Thus ſung Alexis, loſt to mirth, 
While o'er the lonely joyleſs hearth 
His mournful viſage hung. 
A ſilence reign'd—when, ſoft, and meek, 
- 0. lining, heard theſe accents break 
From an immortal tongue. 


* 
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cc „Why droops thy head, aubaper youth? 
Be calm, and hear the words of TRUTH, 
| Nor righteous Heav'n accuſe. 
Jo man impartial gifts are givin, 
Themſelves alone make them unev'n, 
oh By what their pride abuſe, 


| Thou ftrain'ft at wealth—ah ! blind to fate, 
Thou ſeeſt not what diſtreſſes wait 8 
On him who claims the prize - 
A fnakeit cankers in his breaſt, 
Diſtorts his looks—devours his reſt, 
And lures him from the ſkies. 


On Wealth proportion'd cares attend, 
Who much commands, hath much to ſpend, 
| Or are his treaſures great? 
| Intemp'rance oer them raves aloud, 
They vaniſh, like a morning cloud, 
And leave their lord to fate. 


What though, by Poverty depreſt, 

Thou ſeeks a friend to ſoothe thy breaſt, 
But ſecks, alas! in vain : 

This bane becomes a bliſs at laſt, i 

For Wiſdom, from the mis'ries Pali, 


Corrects the preſent pain. 


4 
Look chiſer, mark each ſeeming iI 
That now with fear thy boſom fill, 
And weigh each envy'd joy: 
Health 1s a cheat, but ſickneſs lights, 
Through hopes and fears, to glorious hei _—_ 
Where Saints their ſongs employ. . 


Health, roſy as the crimſon dawn, 
Firm treads along the dewy green 
_ Ofer-wrapt with flow'ry joy: 
No ills ſhake his Herculean breaſt, 
No deep-fetch'd groans of Pain diſtreſt 
His pleaſures e' er — 


While thus defpiling other's woe 
He courts each faithleſs ſhade below, 
And laughs at threaten'd hell! 
Pale Sickneſs lifts her languid eye 
From earth, and fixes in the fy, 
Where all her comforts dwell. 


- 


But view health gone, the wretch low laid, 
By ſtern Diſeaſe, paſt human aid, 
Rack d on the hopeleſs couch: 
His heaving breaſt, with anguiſh tore, 
His eyes deep ſunk—his bloom no more, 
And Death in dread approach. 
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where now the boaſted Joys of earth ? 15 
Will theſe his riches, rank or birth, 
Calm the deſpairing foul? 
| Ah, no! ! behold, he groans, he cries: + 
Tears choke his mingled moans and ass 5 
And terrors round him roll. 


| 5 Then, r youth, be chine the taſk, 
1 For real Happineſs to aſk, 

8 From Nature's hi God; 

{1 Nor think, on earth to graſp the prize, 
| | She dwells aloft, beyond the ſkies, | 
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Tag gloomy 1 0 Death! l replete with fears, | 
With Ne hung, and wet with 92 W 
tears, | * 0 
The groans of Anguiſh, and of 13 3 | | 
The gloomy Coffin, and extended Corſe, | BF 
Be now my theme—Hence, all ye idle dreams © 
Of flow'ry Meadows, and meand'ring tr | * 
Or War's arouſing roar—ſince none are brave, 3 
dave thoſe bold few, who triumph o'er the Grave. 
0 chou, firſt Being ! Thou, almighty Pow'r ! FE; 
Who metes out Life, a cenb ry, or an hour ; 
At whoſe dread nod the Spectre wields his dart, 
Uprears his arm, and ſtabs the quiv'ring heart, 7 


” (- wv” J 
Aſliſt my feeble pen, (ſince I and all | 
Muſt ſoon before that griſly Monarch fall) 


To mark his frowns, but learn alone to dread 
That awful ſtroke that tends to death indeed. 


„r A 6 


Wen God deſcended firſt to form our earth, - 
And gave each plant, and ev'ry creature birth, 
When trees aroſe, at his ſupreme . 
In order rang'd, or ſcatter'd o'er the land? 
Then the clear brook, in murm'ring meaſure, flow d, 
1 The Zephyr whiſper'd, and the cattle low'd; 

The voice of Muſic warbl'd through each grove, 
From morn to morn, and ev'ry ſong was love. 
The Lamb and Tiger wanton'd o'er the green, 
Phe Stag and Lion join'd the mirthful ſcene ; 

The Eagle thirſted not for ſtreams of gore, | 
And the Twit Hawk had ne'er the Warbler tore; ; 
The meaneſt inſect, ſtarting from the ground, 

At pleaſure fallied to its mazy round, 

Return d, at night, to its abode, a flow'r, 

Nor felt, nor fear'd, a mightier creature's power: 
For all was peace, and harmony, and love, 
Through the deep occan, and the tuneful grove. 
Such was the world, cre Man, its ſovereign lord, 
Or beauteous Woman Paradiſe explor'd d: 
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Ah! hapleſs pair! too ſoon they broke the bounds, 
They ſinnꝰd they fell - and felt fin's deadly wounds. 
Then ruſh'd to being Death, and frowning dread 
Stalk'd o'er the world, and heapt his way with dead. 
The herbage wither'd, in the ſun and ſhade ; 

Trees ſhook their leaves, anddrooping flow'rs decay 
Each creature felt his power; and, while they pin'd, 
Groan'd out their laſt, to the loud howling wind, 
Yet ſtill a following race did thoſe ſucceed, | 
And hoar Time glutted Death with piles of dead. 
Thus, for five thouſand years, the world has roll'd, 
Rocks now are mould'ring, ev'n the heav'ns grow old, 
And ſoon that day ſhall come, when Time {hall ceaſe, 
And uſher in, eternal pain or peace. 0 
Yet how important is that awful day, as. 
That lays us breathleſs, pale, extended clay, * 
when from our lips the ruddy glow ſhall fade, 
When the pulſe ceaſes to emit its tide ; 

When, ſadly, pond'ring o'er our lifeleſs corſe, 

Our weeping friends regret Death's cruel force; 
Then mounts the ſoul to God, and there Hei ves 

Its ſixed doom, and ſhouts for joy, or grieves 
Through all eternity; ; prolongs the ſtrain 

0 boundleſs) joy or yells 1 in endleſs pain. 


Death ſometimes ſends his cruel page, Diſeaſe 
To rob our nights of reſt, our days of caſe : 
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Should theſe {ad ſcenes not rouſe us to concern, 


Where nought but ſorrow reigns, and fooliſh mirth; 


Cres : 
Unwelcome gueſt ! and yet he proves no foe, To 
He weans our paſſions from the traſh below; 1 An 


Each pang of anguiſh urges to prepare, 

Ere death approach, with ſtern relentleſs glare ; 

And, if unready, we are caught by Death, 

He throws us, howling to the gulph beneath. ; 
With ſudden ſteps ſometimes the foe appears, | 

And calls to judgment in our ſhudd*ring cars. 

We ſtart alarm'd—furvey our guilty paſt ; 5 

Bend down to pray, and, bending, breathe our laſt. 

Then fix'd is fate, for as we fall, we lie; 

We live in Death, or ſinking, doubly die. 


Our ſtate to weigh, and danger to diſcern, 
Fre that dread period, when we leave this ſhore, 
And time, and means are given us here no more. 


Death's ſtare may ſtartle ev'n the pureſt Saint, 
And, at the change, his ſoul perhaps may faint ; 
But in thät hour, theſe chearing words he hears | 
And this ſweet promiſe flows upon his ears, 

] am thy friend, on me thy burden lay, 
And through death's vale PI gently pave thy way.“ 
Thrice welcome words! rejoic'd he ſpurns this earth, 


6 
To life Saints uſher, when on earth they die, 
And when they leave us, Join the ſong on high. 


On Cartha's banks, beſide a ſloping dale, 
That gently open'd to the weſtern gale, 
In homely Cot, of neat, inviting form, | a 

Nigh where old Cruickſton“ braves the howling n ; 

Horatio liv*d—the gen'rous and the kind, 

The villain's terror, but the poor man's friend ; 

Each neighbour's joy he ſhar'd, and adverſe growl, 

For heav*n-born pity dwelt within his ſoul : 

Well knew the poor his houſe; for from his door 

None e'er return'd, but bleſt his bounteous ſtore; 

Their ſad complaints he ee when they 
griev'd; 

And ſcarce he heard then, till his hand W 48 

Belov'd by all he liv'd, ſedate, though gay; 

Pray'r clos'd his night, and uſher'd in his day. 


But nought exempts from death : pale he was laid, 
His heaving breaſt by weeping friends ſurvey'd, - 
Beſide his couch I fat—he, ſighing, took 
My hand in his, then ſpoke with dying look, 

His trembling hand, methinks I feel and fpy, 
The drops that ſtarted in his ſwimming eye: 


3 An old fortification near Paiſley. 
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' Harſh, from our graſp, and to a diſtance borne ; 


And earth and hell affright the trembling foul : 


( 124 ) 


= 1 my Wend for now the time is come, 
That ſolemn points me to my ſilent tomb. 

Oh ! were my life to ſpend, each breath I'd pri ze, 
For fins on fins now ftart before my eyes. 

Yet, He who is my hope his chearing voice, 
Soft calls me hence, to ſhare eternal joys— 

Oh] ſeek his gen'rous aid” Here fail'd his breath, 
He ſigh'd, and ſlumber'd in the arms of death. 
Such was his end, and ſuch the bliſs of thoſe 
Who taſte the ſtream that from Immanuel flows, 
This chears the gloomy path, and opes the Gate 
Where endleſs joys their glorious entrance wait, ; 
Through boundleſs heav'ns, amid his beams to rove, 
There ſwell the ſong of his redeeming love. 

What though misfortunes, in this life abound ; 
Though ills on ills, and wants on wants ſurround ; 
Though all we hold moſt dear on earth, are torn, 


Tho! friends forget us, tho? our en'mies growl, 
Lift up your heads, ye poor ! the time draws nigh 


When all theſe mis'ries ſhall at diſtance y ä 
When ſongs of praiſe ſhall be your bleſt employ, 


Your higheſt glory, your eternal joy; | R 
Triumphant treading an immortal ſhore, Sine 


Where ſin, and ſorrow, ſhall aſſault no more. 


WITH A SATIRECAL POEM. 


L 7 HEN curſt Oppreſſion rears his brazen creſt, 

With-holds one half, and ſtrains to ſeize the 
- reſt; "6 . 

When thoſe in pow'r, diſdaining ſhame or dread, 

Half-ſtarve thofe wretches they pretend to feed; 

Then ſhould the Muſe, with honeft zeal infpir'd, 

With hate of guilt and vile injuſtice fir d, 

Diſcloſe their crimes, and to the world diſplay 

The gloomy catalogue in deep array; | 

Till Vice confounded, hides her haggard head, 

And lovely Virtue riſes | in her ſtead. 


Receive th? enclos'd, nor vos the daring ſtrains, 
Since Truth confirms each period it contains ; 
And poor Experience, from the liſt'ning throng, 
Sad ſhakes her head, and owns the honeſt ſong. 
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Hard is their fate who muſt on knaves depen d 5 
From whoſe baſe grip no laws can e'er defen „ 


Plead we for juſtice, then their friendſhp's o er, 


And, as we're honeſt, we're employ'd no more. ' 
Ah! were we bleſt now, with a noble fer, 

As juſt, kind, gen rous, and humane as you, 
Our trade might then maintain its former blaze, 
And Envy's ſelf be dumb, or whiſper praiſe. 


Sweet is the joy, the bliſs that toils afford, 
When love unites the ſervant and his lord; 
One common intereſt then the taſk appears, 
And . and looks, the * labour chears. 


| Cheats may deceive, and growling 15 ſwear, 
Thoſe claim our ſcorn, and theſe provoke our fear; 


But they who riſe ſuperior to ſuch arts, 
Poſſeſs, like you, our Friendſhip, and our Hearts. 
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Df RK hangs the droufy murm ring moonleſs | 
night ; ; f 

Clouds wrap each twinkler "WA the uſcleſs fight ; ; 

Hous'd is each ſwain, worn with the day's long toil, 

Wielding the flail, or turning o'er the ſoil ; _ 

Lone now the fields, the banks, the meadows all, 

Save where frogs croak, or noiſome lizards crawl. 


Seen from the hill, Edina's turrets glow 
4 With beaming lam, in many a glittering row, 
That glad the ſight, while flow approaching near, 
Mixt ſounds and voices crowd upon the ear ; 
Hoarſe Pye-men bawl, and ſhake the ceaſeleſs bell, 


Boys ſport, dogs bark, and oyſter wenches yell. 
R 


14 


„ 
Ay 


8 8 0 


See! yon black form, plac'd at the well-worn porch, ö 


One arm ſuſtains a tarry flaming torch; 

With echoing voice, and grim, diſtorted looks, 

He hoarſely roars, © An auction here of books.” | 
The trotting chairman, and the thund'ring coach, 
The blazing windows, and ſly wh—'s approach, 
The juſtling paſſengers, that ſwarm each lane, 


Form to a ſtranger a ſurpriſing ſcene. 
*Twas at this time, with keen tooth'd hunger pin vd, | 


Plain Ralph, the Pedlar, wander'd in a wynd. 


This Ralph ('tis ſtoried) bore a curious pack, 


With trinkets fil'd, and had a ready knack 
At coining rhyme ; o'er all the eaſtern plain 
Well was he known to ev'ry village ſwain. 


Where'er he lodg'd, on mountain, moor, or dale, 


The cottage fill'd to hear his wondrous tale. 
Oft, at the barn, they'd liſt, and hear poor Ralph, 


In uncouth phraſes, talking to himſelf ; 
Or mark him wand'ring lone, *twixt late and ſoon, 
With mutt'ring voice, wild gazing to the moon, | 


Drawn by the fight of certain tipny food, 


| He fally'd down and often gazing ſtood. 
And ſuch bleſt viſions here he did deſcry, 


That Want fat gnawing in his reſtleſs eye. 
Here tripe lay ſmoking on the loaded board, 
Pill'd high and thick, a moſt delicious hoard ; 
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I ( 129 ) : 
The fragrant ſteam, in wavy columns roſe, 
And fed inceflant his enraptur'd noſs, 
No longer fit to bear the glorious fight, 

He buys, then ſcampers, with exulting flight, 


Reſolv'd that night to ſoar his rank above, 
Gape o'er . and feaſt with n Jove. 


Here 1 us leave him, while e with ſoaring flight, 
We gain Olympus and the plains of light : 
There, for his ſons, ſee great Apollo's care, WE, 
How low their ſtation, or how poor ſoc'er, 
Alike to him's the Pedlar and the Peer, 


High on a throne of burniſh'd gold, in ſtate, 
And awful pomp, the mighty Thund'rer fat. 
His flowing robe, in dazzling glory ſhone, 
Interior gods hung hov'ring round his throne ; 
With rapt*rous ſongs the heav'ns reſounding rung, 
Sweet Echo warbling, while the Seraphs ſung. - 
When, lo! approaching with green laurel'd brows, | 
Before the throne, divine Apollo bows, © 
An anxious look his glorious face oppreſs d. 
While, bending low, he thus the God addrefs'd : 
* Almighty Potentate ! all conquering Jove! 
Who form'd theſe heav'ns that boundleſsfpread above, 
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(390+ 3 
Yon diſtant earth, and all theſe worlds that roll 
In circling dance, whoſe nod ſuſtains the whole, 


' Whoſe pow'rful arm ſwift hurls the tempeſt forth, 


Whoſe frown ſtrikes terror thro? th' aſtoniſh'd earth, 
Bids yon vaſt ſea, in ſwelling mountains, riſe, 
And uproar horrid;-foaming to the ſkies, 
Then ſmiles, and ſmooth the dach ſurface lies. 


Oft haſt thou lent me a propitious ear, 


And made my ſons thy moſt peculiar care. 


By thee inſpir'd, they ſoar beyond the ſun, 

And ſing the wonders that thy arm hath done. 
Now ſtoop, in pity, to the dang'rous ſtate 

Of one poor bard, born to a hapleſs fate. 

Thou knows his danger: ſee | how ſwift he flies, | 
Nor know'ſt the ſnare that for his ruin lies. 

Soon will he reach his home ; and, fad to tell, 
Glut the vile tripe, and revel o'er the ſmell : 

But ſtill there's time, till we may him retard, 
Here ſtand I ready to obey thy word.” 

Jove gave conſent ; when down the empyrean hoe, 
The cheerful god directs his rapid flight ; 


Swift paſs'd the ſtars, heav*ns regions he forſook, * 


Light flew behind, and darkneſs he o'ertook. 
The num'rous lamps Edina's ſtreets that line, 
He firſt eſpies in ſparkling ſquadrons ſhine, 
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A moment, dubious, o'er the ſcene he ſtops, | 
Then ſwift, unſeen, in Bs cloſs he drops, 
Aſſumes a Porter's ſhape, conceals his wings, 
And through the cloſs, in hurrying fury, ſprings ; 
Down hurls poor Ralph, craſh went the ſhiver'd bowl, 
And greaſy ſtreams, along the pavement roll. | 
As when ſome Tyger, to his haunt from day, 


Returns, blood-foaming, with the ſlaughter'd prey, 


Grim pleas'd that there, with undiſturbed roar, 

He'll glut and revel o'er the reeking gore, 

Glares in wild fury oꝰer the gloomy waſte, 

Now growls terrific.o'er its mangled breaſt; _ _ 


Now drags, relentleſs, down the rugged vale, 


And ftains the foreſt with a bloody trail, 
When, lo! a champion of the ſavage race, 
The ſhaggy Lion, ruſhes to the place, 
With roar tremendous ſeizes on the prey, 
Exaſp'rate ſee! the Tyger ſprings away, 


Stops ſhort, and maddens at the Monarch's growl, 


And through his eyes darts all his furious ſoul, 


Half. will'd, yet half. afraid to dare a bound, 


He eyes his loſs, and roars and tears the ground. 


So look d ſtern Ralphus o'er the flowing coaſt, 


To ſee his hopes, his tripe and labour loſt. 
In rage he kick'd the fragments, when, behold ! 
Forth from the tripe a monſtrous worm unroll'd 


„ 

Its lazy length, then ſnarling wild its creſt, 

In accents ſhrill the ſhudd*ring youth addreſt. 

« Lam Diſcaſe ; curs'd be the unknown he 

Who mark'd my purpoſe of deſtroying thee. 

Had it ſucceeded, hear this, trembling hear, 
Next morn had ſeen thee floating on a bier.”” 

It ſpoke, and grinn'd, when Ralph, with vengeful 

A rocks huge fragment daſh'd down on its head. 

Deep groan'd the wretch in _ * 2 
1 

One backward — then fled th accurſed pan 


f 


OW day departing in the weſt, 
With gaudy fplendor lures the eye; 
The ſun, declining, ſinks to reſt, 

And Ev'ning overſhades the fky. 


And is the green extended lawn, 

The waving grove—the flow'ry mead, 

The charms of hill and dale withdrawn, 
And all their blooming beauties hid ? 


They are—but lift aloft thine eye, 
Where all theſe ſparkling glories roll ; 
Thoſe mighty wonders of the ſky, 
That glad and elevate the ſoul. 


i G 
Day's undiſguis'd effulgent blaze —_ 
Adorns the Mead, or Mountain blue; 
But Night, amid her train, diſplays 
Whole worlds revolving to the view. 


| 


Lone Contemplation, muſing deep, 
This vaſt ſtupendous vault explores; 
Theſe rolling Orbs—the roads they keep, 
And Night's great Architect adores. 


Nor mourns the abſent St of day, 

The glitt'ring mead, or warbler's og; 3 
For what are birds, or meadows gay, 

To all that dazzling, ey throng. 


So, when the Saint's calm Eve'draws nigh 7 

With joy the voice of death he hears ; 
Heav'n opes upon his wond'ring eye, 
And Earth's poor viſion diſappears. 
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"HILE Phoebus a in Thetis's 3 | 
While, white thro? the branches the moon. 


light is ſeen; 


Here, lonely, I rove, near the old Hawthorn' s bloſ- 
ſom, | | 
To meet with my Matty, and m o'er the green. 


Nor hardſhip, nor care, now my ; boſom haraſſes 
My moments, from fame, and its nonſenſe are free; ; 
Ambition I leave to the folly of Aſſes, 
For Matty is Fame and Ambition to me: 
Ts 8 


1 61 | 
The Great may exclaim, and with fury encloſe me, 
But fools, or the rabble, ſhall growl now in vain; 
Their madneſs, their malice ſhall ne'er diſcompoſe me, 
Since Matty commends, and delights in my ſtrain, 


And kind is the lovely, the charming young crea- 
| ns; 
| Sweet beauty and Innocence ſmile in her cheek ; 
'In raptures I wander, and gaze o'er each feature, | 
My boſom unable its tranſports to ſpeak. 


When lock'd arm in arm we retire from the City, 
Fo ſtray through the meadow or ſhadowy grove, 

How oft do I wake her compaſſion and pity, 
While telling ſome tale of unfortunate love. 


Her innocent anſwers delight me to hear them, 
For art or diſſembling to her are unknown; 
And falſe proteſtations ſhe knows not to fear them, 
But thinks that each heart is as kind as her own, 
And lives there a villain, who, born to diſſemble, 
Would dare an attempt to diſhonour her fame, 
May blackeſt confuſion, ſurrounding, aſſemble, 
And bury the wretch in diſtraction and ſhame, 


„ 
Je, 


6 
ve Pow'rs ! be my taſk to protect and behold her, 
To wander delighted with her all the day; 
When ſadneſs dejects, in my arms to enfold her, 
And kiſs, in ſoft raptures, her ſorrows away. 


But, huſh! who comes yonder ? tis Matty my deareſt, 
The moon, how it brightens, while ſhe treads the 
plain! | 


Tu welcome my beautiful nymph, by the neareſt, 
And pour my whole ſoul in her boſom again. 


A DESCRIPTIVE POEM. 


IN A LETTER TO A FRIEND. 


HEN in the weſtern main our Orb of light, 


Sinks ſlowly down from the advancing night, 


| Mute ſadneſs hangs o er all the lonely earth, 

Old gloomy Night leads all her horrors fort!; 
Wild howls the dreary waſte, where furies roam, 
Harſh hated ſhrieks ſtart from the ruin'd dome; 5 
Dread darkneſs reigns in melancholy ſtate, 

And penſive Nature ſeems to mourn her fate. 

Such was the gloom, dear Sir, that wrapt my ſoul, 
Such were the thoughts, and ſuch the ſighs that ſtole 
From this poor boſom, when, with teartul view, 

I bade Edina, and my friend adieu 
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( 139 ) 
Bade him adieu, whoſe kind engaging art, 
Unbounded goodneſs and inſpiring heart, 
Has chear'd my Muſe, and bid her joyous ſoar, 


While Want and Ruin thunder'd at the door. 


3 
Long was the way, the weary way to tread, 
Stern fortune frown'd, and ev'ry hope had fled ; 
How ruſh'd reflection on my tortur'd mind, 


As flow I went, and fighing gaz'd behind. 


Our rural walks, while the gray eaſtern morn, 

Yet faintly breaking, deck'd the dewy thorn ; 

Or when link'd arm in arm, we peaceful ſtray d, 
The Meadows round, beneath yon leafy ſhade. 
There oft the muſe purſu'd her ſoaring flight, 

While day was ſunk, and reign'd the Harry night. 
Farewel, I cry'd; a long farewel to you 3 
Tate, cruel n happy ſcenes _ 


But, bleſt be heav'n ! when two fad days were paſt, 155 


I reach'd my peaceful native plains at laſt ; | 
Sweet ſmil'd the Muſe to hear the Ruſtics ſing, 

And fond to riſe, ſhe ſtretch d her ample wing. 
On ev'ry fide the blooming landſcape glow'd ; 
Here ſhepherds whiſtled, there the caſcade flow'd. 
Heav'ns ! had 1 known what gay, delightful ſcenes, 
Of woods, and groves, adorn'd theſe happy plains, 


( 140 ) 
Edina's crowds, and ſooty turrets high, 
Should ne'er have coſt me one regretting ſigh. 


Though fair ſweet Fortha's wed tho rich her 
|| plains, 

Far nobler proſpect claim the muſeꝰs 1 
Fate now has led me, to green- waving groves, 
Bleſt ſcenes of innocence and rural loves; z 

Where cloudy ſmoke ne'er darkens up the ky, 

Nor glaring buildings tire the ſick ning eye; 

But ſpreading Meadows, wave with flow' ry hay, 

And, drown'd in graſs, the milky mothers ſtray; 

While down each vale deſcends the glitt'ring rill, 

And bleating flocks ſwarm o'er each ſmiling hill. 

And woody vales, where deep retir'd from ſight, 

Lone rivers brawl o'er many a horrid height. 


If ſcenes like theſe can pleaſe your roving mind, 
Or lend one rapture to my deareſt friend, 
All hail! ye ſacred Nine, aſſiſt my flight, 
To ſpread their beauties open to his ſight. 


Low, at the foot of huge extended hills, 
| Whoſe cloudy tops pour down unnumber'd rills, 
And where loud Calder, ruſhing from the ſeep, 
Roars to the Lake, with hoarſe reſiſtleſs ſweep, 
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LocHWINNOCH ſtands, ftretch'd on a \ riſing groun', , 
In bulk a Village, but in worth a Town. 

Here lives your friend, amid as cheerful fwains - 
As e'er trod o'er the fam'd Arcadian plains, ' 

Far from the world retir'd, our only care | 

In filken gauze to form the flow'rets fair, 

To bid, beneath our hands, gay bloſſoms riſe, 

In all the colours of the * * 


Diſpatch'd to foreign limes, our beauteous toil 
Adorn the fair of many a diſtant Iſle, 
Shield from the ſcorching heat or ſhiv'ring ſtorm, 
And fairer deck out Nature's faireſt form. 


Such our Stetten Peace, withglad'ning ſmile, | 


Wraps in her wings our little buſy Iſle; 

But when, loud bellowing, furious Sons afar, 

Is heard the uproar of approaching War, 

Britannia rouſing, when aſpiring foes 

Call forth her vengeance, and provoke her blows, 
Then, all the Hero, in their boſom burns ; 

Their Country calls, and rage dull pleaſure ſpurns. 
Beneath the throng of many a glitt'ring ſpear. 

In marſhall'd lines the fearleſs youths appear, 


The drum reſounds—they leave their native ſhore, | 


On diſtant coaſts to ſwell the Battle's roar ; ; 
There quell the furious foe, or ſee their homes no 
more. f 
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But theſe are harſh extremes; N labour! now 


Bathes each firm Youth, and hoary Parent's brow ; i 

Nought ſhews, but briſk activity around, 

The Plou Py 8 ſong, the tradeſman's n ring 
ſound. 

See! from yon Vale, i in huge, enormous atis 

Glitt'ring with windows on th' admiring ſight, 

The Fabric * ſwells within, ten thouſand ways 

Ingenious Burns his wond'rous Art diſplays: 
Wheels turning wheels, in myſtic throngs appear, 

To twiſt the thread, or tortur'd Cotton tear, { 

While toilingwenches ſongs delight the liſt'ning ear. 


At little diſtance, bord'ring on the Lake, | 
Where blooming ſhrubs, from golden branches, ſhake 
Ambroſial ſweets, midſt ſhelt'ring coverts high, 

Fair CASTLE-SEMPLE f glitters on the eye: 

As when bright Phcebus burſts ſome gloomy ſhrowd, 
And glorious iſſues from the darkſome cloud, 
Superbly enters on th* empyrean blue, 

And ſhines, reveal'd, to the enraptur'd view ; 

So, from the trees, the beauteous ſtructure opes, 
Shelter'd with hills, and many a deep'ning copſe. 


| * A large Cotton Mill lately ereQed here. 


+ The elegant Country Seat of the Hon. Willam M*Dowal, 
Member of Parliament for — 
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5 
The wond'ring ſtranger ſtops t'admire the ſcene; 
The dazzling Manſion, and the ſhaven green; 
The fir-topt Mount, where brouze the bounding Deer, 
The Lake adjoining, ſtretching ſmooth and clear; 
The long glaſs Hot-houſe, baſking in the rays, 
Where nameleſs bloſſoms ſwell beneath the blaze; * 
Where India's clime, in full perfection glows, | 
And fruits, and flow'rs, o'erchargethe bendirigboughs. 
Theſe, and unnumber'd beauties, charm his fight, 
And oft he ee and gazes with delight. 


Ye lonely Walks! no ſinking Aber the 5ght, 
Now riſing eaſy to the diſtant height, 
Where, o'er my head, the bending branches cloſe, 
And hang a ſolemn gloom—lſedate repoſe! —_ 
Now gen'rous op'ning, welcomes in the day, 
While o'er the road the ſhadowy branches play. 
Hail ! happy ſpots of Quiet and of Peace! 

Dear fav'rite ſcenes, where all my ſorrows ceaſe ! 
Where calm retirement reigns in ſober mood, 
Lull'd by the ſongſters of the neighb'ring wood. 


Here oft, beneath the ſhade, I lonely ſtray, 
When Morning opes, or Evening ſhuts the day ; 
Or when, more black than night, Fate ſtern appears, 
With all his train of 3 deſpairing fears. 
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The l walks, the ſolitary wood, 

The uncouth Grotto, melancholy rude; 

My refuge theſe, th* attending Mule to call, 
Or in Pope's lofty page to loſe them all. 


But what, my friend, would all theſe ſcenes avail, 
The walks meand'ring, or the ſtretching dale, 
The wood-clad Mountain, or the ſounding ſtreams, 
The harveſt waving in the glowing beams; 
What all the pomp of Nature or of Art, 
If Heav'n had harden'd the proud Owner's heart? 
And is it fo, ye aſk? Ah, no, my friend, 
- Far other motives ſwell his generous mind, 
He lives, he reigns, belov'd in ev'ry ſoul ; 
Our wants and hardſhips through his boſom roll. 
Theſe he alleviat:> with a Parent care, re 
And theſe, by him ſpread forth, diſperſe in air. 


When late pale Trade, wrapt up in yellow weeds, 
With languid looks, ſeem'd to forſake our Meads, 

When, for her ſons, ſtern Paiſley ſole confin'd 
The Web, to finiſh, or the woof to wind, 
Thro' all the village deſolation reign'd, 
And deep diſtreſs each cheek with ſorrow ſtain'd, 
Oh! may theſe eyes ne er gaze on ſuch a ſcene, Where 
Ne'er may I liſten to ſuch woes again. e 


( kg F 
Here mourn'd a Father, for his labour gane, 
Survey'd his Babes, and heav'd the bitter groan ; 
Theweeping maid, though bleſt with blooming _ 
gaw now her lover forc'd to quit her arms, 
While ſilence hung, and melancholy gloom, 
Thro' each lone Shop, and o'er each uſeleſs loom. 


Our mis'ries reach'd his ear, his manly breaſt 
Felt for our woes, nor ev'n the tear ſuppreſt. 
He bage us hope, nor were our hopes in vain 
Soon welcome news ſurpris'd each grateful ſwain. 
Hope ſmil'd propitious—ev'ry ſhop reſum'd 
New heart, and ſoul, tho? late to ruin doom'd. 
The ſounding ſhuttle, ſweeps from ſide to fide, | 
Swift o'er the beam the finiſh'd flow'rings glide ; 
Songs foothe our toil, and pour the grateful flame; 
And ev'ry tongue reveres the Patriot's name. 


From ſcenes like theſe, let Pride diſdainful turn, 
And Malice hiſs, and ſquinting Envy burn; 
Vet, when entomb'd the worthy Patriot lies, 
And his rapt ſoul has gain'd her native ſkies, 
Such deeds as theſe ſhall aggrandize his name, 5 
While they lie buried in eternal ſhame. 


From Clyde's fair river to the weſtern ſhore, 
Where ſmoky Saltcoats braves the ſurge's roar, 
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A range of Hills extend, from whoſe each ſide, 
Unnumber'd ſtreams, in headlong fury ride, 
Aloft in air their big, blue backs are loſt, 

Their diſtant ſhadows black ning all the TP 
High o'er their proudeſt peaks, oft hid in ſhow'rs, 
The imperious MisTvy.LAaw * ſuperior tow'rs ; 
Spiry at top, o'erclad with purpling heath, 
Wide he looks round o'er Scotia's plains beneath. 
The Atlantic main, that opens on the weſt, 
Spotted with Iſles, that crowd i its liquid breaſt; 


Hills heapt on bills, ſupport the northern ſky, _ 


Far to the caſt the Ochills hugely lie. 
How vaſt around the boundleſs proſpect ſpreads, 
Blue rivers rolling through their winding beds ; 


Black waving Woods, Fields glowing on the eye, 
And hills, whoſe ſummits hide them in the ſky. 


Still farther would I gaze, with rapture bleſt, 
But an clouds ms down aug hide the reſt. 


Deſcending from the Hill's o "EDI head, 
Bare moors below uncomfortably ſpread. 
Here ſtray the hardy ſheep, in ſcatter'd flocks, | 


Nibbling thro? furze, and grim projecting rocks, 


* A high mountain of that name, ſituated within a few miles 
of Lichwinzoch, ending a beautiful and extenſive view of the 


farrounding r. 


(307) 
Strangers to ſhelter from bleak Winter's form, 
His loudeſt blaſts they brave, and bittereſt ſtorm, 


By human hands untouch'd ſave when the ſwain 


Drives to the crowded hut the bleating train, 
Shears off the matted fleece, with gleeful haſte, 
And ſends them naked to the lonely waſte, 


Here, as the Shepherd ranges o'er the heath | 
The ſpeckled Adder ſweeps acroſs his path, 
Or lies collected, in the ſun's bright beams, 
Or wriggles forward to the diſtant ſtreams ; 
But ſudden caught, in vain the felon flies, 
He feels the ſcourging crook, and * and gaping 
dies. 


Near the bleak border of theſe lonely moors, 
Where o'er the Brook the moſſy margin low'rs, 
Midſt cluſt'ring trees, and ſweet ſurrounding __ , 
In rural Cot, a ruſtic Poet dwells ; E258 
Unknown to him, the dull, elab'rate rules, 

And mazy doctrines of pedantic ſchools ; 

Yet Genius warms his breaſt with noble fire, 
And the rapt Muſe ſeems eager to inſpire. 
High on the herby hill, while morning ſmiles, 
And ſhoots her beams along the diſtant iſles, 
Chearful he ſits, and gazing o'er the plain, 

in native language, pours his jocund ſtrain ; 


— — — b 
© = 57 er 


. - 
. 
* * „ x \ = - \ U e — y . . p * : 
—— ꝑſ — — e —Wöö . Sn Ir ne ne — E: T?TT—:.é4 — r FR 
g . yu _— - \ I 
= = 


1 ( 148 ) 

rg How bonny Morning /peels the eaſtlin ii, 

An' waukens Lads an' Laſſes to their thrift, 

Gars Lavrocks fing, and canty Lamies loup, 

And me myſel croon cheary on my doup 

Or oft, rejoic'd, he fings how beſt to rear 

Big ſwelling roots, the Peaſant's homely chear, 
When drown'd with milk, amid the pot they're preſt, 
Or mealy, burſting, fill his brawny fiſt ; 

How the deep bog, or wat'ry marſh to drain, 

And bid bare hillocks groan with bending grain“ . 
Theſe are the themes that oft engage his Muſe, 
Swell his full breaſt, and ſtretch his wid'ning views; 
While wond'ringShepherds, astheyround himthrong, 
Survey the hoary Bard, and bleſs th! inſtructing long. 


When harveſt's o'er, his laſt, his ſweeteſt toil, 
And ev'ry barn contains the ruſtling ſpoil z 
When winter grow along the frozen lakes, 
And whit'ning ſnows deſcend in ſilent flakes ; 
When all 2vithorut is drear, and keen blown froſt 
Has each hard foot-ſtep on the road emboſt, 

Led by the pale-fac'd' moon, o'er drifted plains, 
From many a cottage trudge the neighb'ring ſwains, 
To hear his-tale, and, round his glowing hearth, 
To paſs the night 1 in innocence and mirth. 


. Alluding to his ſpeech on farming. FOR Semple 3 Hiſtory 
0 — p. 116. 


(349: 
Retir d from Towns, from ſcenes of guilt and ftrife, 
How bleſt, poor Shepherds your untroubled life ! 
No deep black ſchemes employ your jocund hour, 
Like birds of prey, each other to devour. 
The milky flocks throng nibbling o'er the ſteep, 
The tinkling brooks, that ſweetly lull to fleep. 
The warbling Bank, the dewy Morn's pale light, 
While miſts riſe ſlowly from each neighb'ring height, 
The Lark's ſhrill ſong, the Blackbird's wilder airs, 
Theſe are your n. „ theſe your happy cares. 


Down from this *. moor, with * : 

force, 

Impetuous Calder leaves his marſhy ſource, 

Through deep funk vales and rude reſiſting rocks 

His furious current raves, and thundering ſmokes, 

While ſwift he pours along in foamy pride, 

Huge maſſy bulwarks riſe on either fide ; 

Rocks grimly low'ring o'er the darken'd ſtream, 

Hollow'd with Caves, where ne'er peept Phoebus, 
beam. | N 

Here, in red cluſters, hang the juicy Rown - 

There ſun-burnt nuts depreſs the hazel down ; 

High on yon rock the luſcious Berries ſwarm, 

Yet mock the efforts of the ſtraining arm, 
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S0, when ſome Poet, wand'ring ee che fireet, 
If chance a fav'ry ſmell his noſtrils meet, 


Sudden he ſtops—looks round on ſome Cook's ſtall, 


Ax eager gazes—but a look's * all. 


Wild ſcenes, my friend, now 7 ruſh upon my ſight, 
Of woods hung branching from th*impending neg; 
Of rude romantic cliffs; where, high in air, 
The fleet-wing'd Hawk protects her clam'rous care; 
Of Calder, winding through the deep ſunk vale, 
Midſt trees emboſom'd from the ruffling gale, 


Impatient now, thro? op'ning Banks to roam, 
Now ruſhing o'er the rocks a ſtream of fm; 
Now ſtealing deep, where ſtretch'd from ſide to fide, 


The bellying Arch * reclin'd arreſts the tide, 
While down the dizzy brink reſiſtleſs fleet, 
The river rolls in one wide glitt'ring ſheet. 


Adjoining this, midſt bord'ring reeds and fens, 
The lengthen'd Lake its glaſſy flood extends, 
Slow ſtealing on, with lazy ſilent pace, 

The Peel + lone riſing from its wat'ry face. 
Here ſtalks the Heron, gazing in the lake, 
Tho e Swan, and male Drake; ; 


- A high dam erected for raiſing the water to the Cotton Mil. 


t The ruins of an old fortreſs, 
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The Rittern lone; that ſhakes the ſolid ground, 


While thro' ſtill midnight groans the hollow wei 


The noiſy Gooſe, the Teal, in black ning trains, 


And long-bill'd Snipe, that knows approaching rains; 


Wild fowl, unnumber'd, here continual rove, 
* the deep, or ſail the waves above. 


When Harveſt loads the fields with ſhocks of grain, ; 


And heaps of hay beſtud the marſhy plain, 
Then have I ſeen the clouds tumultuous riſe, 


Huge, from the South, grim dark'ning all the ſkies. 


Then howl'd the bluſt'ring wind, the laſhing rain, 
In ſtreaming torrents, pour'd along the plain, 


Down from the * ſwell'd . from ſhore to 


ſhore, 
O' er rocks enormous with Ge ring roar 
Hoarſe Calder daſh*d—the Lake a ſea appears, 
And down, at once, the bord'ring harveſt bears; 
Wheat, hay, and oats, float o'er the boiling tide, 
And, loſt for ever, down the current ride. 
Plung'd to the middle in the ſwelling waves, 


See Swains, half. drown' d, F out ns dripping. 


ſheaves ; - 
While, on the brink, the farmer ſtands forlorn, 
And takes his laſt fad look of the departing corn. 
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But, hark! fierce Boreas blows, keen from the hills, 
The froſt ſevere enchains the trickling rills ; - 
Wide o'er the Lake a glaſſy pavement ſpreads, 
Snow robes the fields, and heaps the mountain's heads; 


Scarce o'er yon ſouthern hill the ſun appears, 


Feeble his rays, far from our ſight he wears. 


How chill the air! How vehement the ſtorm ! 


Bleak Winter __ and ſhakes his * form. 


Shafone like theſe, ne*er damp the glowing \ veins p 


Of rugged Scotia's hardy native ſwains ; 
Forth to the Ice our little Village pours, 


In healthy ſports to paſs the ſhiv*ring hours. 


On fleeting Skates ſome ſkim its glitt'ring face, 
In ſwift excurſion or meand'ring chace ; 
While, in black crowds, the Curlers throng around, 


| Men, ſtones, and beſoms, thund'ring up the ſound. + 


Nor is our pleaſure leſs when Spring appears, 
And Sol again the changing landſcape chears : 
With pauling ſtep to trace the murm'ring brook, 
And o'er the ſtream diſplay the purling hook ; 
While from each buſh the feather'd warblers rove, 


And ſoothe the ſoul to ſacred peace and love. 


Or as at ſober ſilent eve we walk 


With the ſweet fair, engag'd in harmleſs talk, 


0 1 


The raptur'd heart enjoys a conſcious glow, 
Which care can't damp or gaudy wealth beſtow. 
% . 

Farewel, my friend! for me no more repine; 
Peaceful I live, ah! were my bliſs but thine. 
Through theſe wild banks together could we ſtray, 
Or range the wood, to ſhun the fultry day, 

Nor care, nor pain cou'd then my peace deſtroy, 
And thy dear Muſe would double ev'ry joy : 

But ſince we're doom'd far fever'd to remain, 

Since murm'ring ſwells, but never ſoothes our pain ; 
Hence! ye vain wiſhes—Friendſhip, heav*nly glow, 
Beſt, choiceſt bliſs. beftow'd.on Man below, 

Shall reign. united, with triumphant pride, 

Tho' Kingdoms, ſeas, and half the world divide. 


rr 


On her inſiſting to 1 who Was the Abies 1 6 
certain Panegyric. 


EAUTEOUS maid! no more enquire on 

Who thus warms my raptur'd ſtrain ; 

Here I'll ſtrive to paint the fair one, 
Though, alas! I ſtrive in vain, 


Tall and graceful is her ſtature ; 
Looſe and dazzling is her dreſs ; 
Cupids ſport from every feature, 

And in ev'ry jet black treſs. 


Mild ſhe's, as the dewy morning, 
| When exulting warblers ſing ; 
As the ſummer beams adorning, 
Modeſt as the bluſhing . 


„ 

She talks my ſoul is held in capture; 
When ſhe ſmiles, tis matchleſs bliſs; 

She ſings—and, oh! m all in rapture ; 
Gods! was ever joy like this? 


Were my treaſures high as heaven, 

Vaſt as earth, and deep as hell; 
Richeſt gems, from India riven, 

All Fd give with her to dwell- 


Would you with to ſee this Venus, 
This moſt ſweet of all that's fair ? 
Ne'er with gueſſes rack your genius; 
Look your glaſs—you' Il ſee her there, 
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AGGARD harlot ! why thus dare 
To wage with me eternal war, 

Shall I bear it? no, thou ſtrumpet! 
Here I ſwear, in voice like trumpet, 
| Soon's thou ſhows thy viſage elf, 
Meet thy fate and blame thyſelf. 
Did I cer invite, or wrong thee ? 
Did I vow e'er to belong t' thee ? 
Do I welcome? Do I nurſe thee? 
No, thou ly'ſt—T hate, I curſe thee; 
Why, then, black, preſumpt'ous ghoſt, 
Why thus ftern invade my coaſt ? 


(197). 
Some thou throws but ſhadows o'er them, 
Fly'ſt thyſelf, and all adore them. 
Why thus partial? If the Muſe 
Deign, at times, to bleſs my brows, 
1 lift the pen—prepare for ſtudy, 


There thou ſtares, | grim, ghaſtly, duddyj, 


Shakes thy rags—begins thy grieving ; 

Terrifies the Muſe to heaven ; 

Then diſplays my pockets empty; 

| Belly worſe, and all to tempt me. 
 Humour—rhyming—headlong ſcampers— 

Rotten ſtockings—ſoleleſs trampers— 

Nameleſs torments—crowds of evils 

Grin around, like real Devils. 


So disfigur'd, with thy ſcofling, 
Need I wonder, why ſo often 
Friends go paſt, nae anſwer gie me, 
Look their Watch, and never ſee me. 
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ESIDE a 4 waittion flow'r 'ry grove. 
By contemplation led, or love, 


Lone, in the ſummer noon-tide ray, 


Young beauteous Jeanie baſking lay, 
Her cheeks outvy'd:the roſe's bloom, 
Her lips the cherry—breath, perfume, 


In filk apparel, looſe array d, 
She beauty's ev'ry charm diſplay'd 


As thus the ſultry hour ſhe ſpent, 


With Phcebus's beams unnerv'd and faint, 
Dull Morpheus filently did creep, 


And ere ſhe knew, lull'd her aſleep. 


C97.) 

A roving waſp, pert; gaudy ſquire, 
Struck with the fragrance of the air, x 
In raptur'd hurry on her lip, 

The fancy*d roſe-bud dew to ſip, 

Soft perch'd—and, ah ! what bliſs he drew! 
Ne'er Waſp ſuck'd ſuch mellifluous dew. 
With joy his little bag he ſtor d, | 
And ev'ry glitt'ring creek explor d: 
But, cruel fate! the waking maid, 

| Unknowing, ſnapt his hapleſs head 
With deadly craſh—* Revenge, he cry'd, -- 
Then deeply ſtung, and quiv'ring dy d. 
Alarm'd, ſhe ſtarted, with a bound, 
And ſhook her robes—but, al! the wound, 
Deep-rooted, gall'd with aching ſmart, 
And pining pierc'd her to the heart. 

She trembPd—wept—but wept in vain ; 
Huge roſe her lip—extreme the pain ; 
Till o'er her chin, with venom ſtung, * 
A monſtrous fight it gliſt'ring hung. 


"Twas then, gay beauteous Jean, no more 
Unſit to ſpeak, ſhe ſhriek'd, ſhe tore 
Her fluttering dreſs, and inward vow'd, 
lf &'er her lip could be rene wid, 
| * 
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By this Waſps fate example take, 
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No careleſs hour ſhould ſee her laid, 5 
Inglorious, in the * or " 


Ye fluſt'ring Beaus, mia every Rake, 
That read or lift around, | 


Nor lag on unknown ground, 

Elſe ye may come to mourn, too late, 
And ſtretch your mouths, and roar, 
And curſe your bitter, pining fate, 

When ye can ſting no more. 


n 
n ; 
MR 


CRUELTY OF REVENGE. 


HAT riſing paſſions through my boſom range, | 
When deauteous Suſan lings the Moors 


revenge, - 
Thus runs the tale Far from the 0 court, 
Midſt lonely woods, was wealthy Don's reſort ; ; 
A worthy Lady bleſt his gen'rous arms, 


And two young boys, with all their winning charms, 


Foſſeſs d of theſe, and of each other's hearts, 
They ſcorn'd the world, and all its cheating arts. 
Domeſtic cares, her lord, her ſmiling boys 
Were all her pride, the ſource of all her joys. 

His, thro? wild woods to hunt the Leopard fleet, 
Bear home the ſpoils, and lay them at her feet. 


if 1 95 

| When mornipg roſe, equipt he cours'd the plain, 

And ſought the chaſe, a Moor his only train. 
Him, from dire chains, his maſter” s bounty freed, 

Behind his lord to curb the ſtately ſteed. 
Indulg'd in ſloth, the gloomy villain grew 

Fach day more heedleſs, and more en too. 

He now ev'n dares his orders to deride; 

His lord rebuk'd him, and chaſtis'd his pride. 

With madd' ning rage his ſparkling eye- balls roll, 
And black revenge employs his furious ſoul. 


High on a rock, amid the gloomy wood, 
Secure from foes, their ancient caſtle ſtood; 
A wide, deep moat, around the fabric ſoak'd, 
And ſtrong high · walls the midnight robber mock d; 
One path alone led to its dizzy height; 
By day a bridge, a bolted gate by night. 


One morn, as forth they took their early ok. 
And thro' dark vales and deep*'ning foreſts trod; 
Urg'd by revenge, the Moor back ſudden rings; 

Secures the gate, and forth the children brings. 
His lord alarm'd, ſpurs ſwiftly o'er the plain, 

Faſt finds the gate, and views with ſhudd'ring pain 

His beauteous babes, from their fond mother tore, 

Daſh'd down the rock, and reeking in their gore; 


bf 


( 161 þ 


While his fair ſpouſe, beneath a lifted knife, 


In loud lamentings, deep implor'd for life. | 
« Thou Fury ſtop !” the raving huſband cries ;j— 
« I ſcorn thy threats,” th? infernal Moor replies; 


« A blow thou gave - now for thy raſhneſs feel; 


Then in her breaſt he plung'd the deadly ſteel, 
And bounding headlong down thy impervious rock, | 
His mangled cor'ſe in bloody fragments broke. 
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TO 1 8, 


WITH Ps POEMS. 


ITH won@rous dalight'? R now por'a o'er 
the pages, 
Your goodneſs was pleas'd to remit me a while; 
Which, tho” they have ſeen near a couple of ages, 
Still flow in a ſimple, ſmooth beauty of ſtile. 
Wit here and there flaſhes, the reader alarming, | 
\And Humour oft bends the pleas*d face to a ſmile; 
How ſweetly he ſings of his Chloe ſo charming; 
How lotry of William 8 dread 045%. e and 77 


And, oh! how the heart with ſoft — is oe 
While Emma pours out her fond boſom i in ſong; ; 
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In tears I exclaim, Heav'ns! how the maid loved, 


But ah ! *twas too cruel to try her ſo long. 


But quickly young Laughter extirpates my mourning, 


To hear the poor Doctor haranguing his wife, 


Who firetch'd upon bed, lies tumultuouſly turning, 


And . to engage in ſweet Venus's ſtrife. 


In Dok my good friend, I eſteem him a poet, 


Whoſe mem ry will live while the . . 


charm; 


And Rocheſter ſure had defiſted to ſhow it, 


If conſcious that P-——r ſo keenly cou'd warm. i 


So nicely he paints it, he words it ſo modeſt, | 
So ſwiftly he varies his flight in each line; 


Now ſearing on high, in expreſſions the oddeſt, 


Now ſinking, and n g to grord with (wine. 


The Ladle, © raptures! hat Dd cn +3; 
His modeſty, Sir, I admire him for that” — 


Hang Carvel moſt gloriouſly ends when you mey It? 


But Paulo Purganti—how flaming ! how fat? 
Ten thouſand kind thanks I return for your w 
For, troth, Pm tranſported whenever I thin 
How Fame will proclaim me aloud INE each 


county, 
For ſinging like Pr of Ladle Zu" "IE 


| 
| 
| 
0 
| 
| 
{ 
{ 


or ttt Nee Be er onto ets de hf I tA 


6 


a . c 
F . | 1 
; « 


WRITTEN ON 4A SUMMER EVENING. 


TOW day's bright Orb has left our lonely ſphere, 
No more the flocks, no more the flowers appear; | 
But ſtill and flow deſcend the balmy dew, ** 
Andearth's dark ſurface with their moiſture ſtrew. 
Night comes apace, faint gleams the weſtern day, 
Hoarſe ſcreams th* Corn. craił, from the dewy hay - 
CrawPd, from yon ruins, where ſhe ſhuns the light, 
The flutt'ring Bat begins her mazy flight. 
All zther's huſh'd, no other ſound I hear, Y 
Save ſome lone ſtream, flow murm'ring on my ear. 
But, ſee! the moon, deep-fluſh'd, with paler light, : 
Of clouds diſrob'd, diſpels the pitchy night, 
With riſing ſplendor brightens to the view, 

Gay, rolling onward through th* olympian blue; 
The ſtars, ſurrounding, ſparkle on the eye, 
And Night in ſolemn pomp o erſpreads the ſky. | 
My heart exults at ſuch a ſcene as this, EY | 
And feels emotions words can ne'er expreſs. 


| + =. 
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CHAR ACT E R. 


Whover offends at ſome unlucky time, 
Slides into verſe, and bitches in a rhyme ; ; 
Sacred to ridicule, his whole life long, 


A us the 4, burden of ſome — ing. 
Po PE. 


'USTERIO, | an infintd, ſenſeleſs old wretch, 
Who all the whole morn in his bed lies a ſnoring, 
By cheating and lying has made himſelf rich, 
APRN the whole 8 o'er his PO a ring „ 


He 9 be Ba * tad rolls i in his hed 1 
Like a ſwine in her ſtye, or a door on its hinges ; 1 
When his landlady calls him, he lifts up his head. 
D—ns her haſte—rubs his eyes, and moſt ; Hem 
whinges. 
| 'Y 


( 166 ) 


Then groans our, Bring here my warm'd breeches 


&« and irts,” 


And launches one dirty bare leg from ha ieeling; ; 


Cleans his jaws from a delu ge of ugly brown ſquirts ; 
Draws a chair, and propria, gracious heaven! for 
—_—_ . 


Mo wi io cock point hr ates, 


With the air of a gooſe, from one ſhop to another; 
Of caption and horning eternally talks, „ 
Fer he'd dn to a jail and ſtarvation his brother, 


Seine folk, ere they ſwear to the . or price, 


Conſult with their conſcience, leſt they Rome un- 


eien; 
But ——, when he ſells (for he ne'er was too nice) 
Confers with his rev'rend old partner—the devil, 


If Hoxxs with a grin whiſper into his car, : 
My boy, raiſe thyarm, or by Jove, they'll us cozen; 


By the heav'ns, or earth, or by any thing ſwear” — _ 
He'll ſwear on oath on oath for a ſixpence a dozen. 
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ACHTERTOO Ls. 
4A 8. © WN 6. 


Tune, One Betttle more. 


ROM the village of Leſsly with a heart full of glee, 
And mypack on my ſhoulders, Irambled out free, 
Reſolv'd that ſame ev*ning, as Luna was full, 


To * ten miles in old Achtertool.. 


Thro? many a lone cottage and farm-houſe I ſteer d, 
Took their money, and off with my budget l ſheer'd z 
The road I explor'd out, without form or rule, 

Still aking the neareſt to old Achtertool. 


A clown! accoſted, enquiring the road, 


He ſtar'd like an ideot, then roar'd out, Gude G—4! 


Gin ye're ga'n there for quatters, ye're ſurely a fool, 
For there's nought but ſtarvation in auld Achertool!“ 


A little obſcure village in Fifeſhire. 


008 | ne'er kept fic lodgers in auld Achtertoo 72 


666) 
Veminding his nonſenſe, my march I purſu· d 
Till I came to a hill top, where joyful I view'd, . 
Surrounded with mountains, and many a white pool, 
To the ſmall ſmoky village of old Achtertool. 


At length I arriv'd at the edge of the town, 
As Phcebus behind a high mountain went down; 
The clouds gather'd dreary, and weather blew oo | 
And I hugg'd _— fafe now in old . 


Ani inn I enquir'd out, a lodging deſir'd, OL | 
But the Landlady's pertneſs ſeem'd inſtantly frd; 
For ſhe ſaucy reply'd, as ſhe fat carding wool, 


with ſcorn I ſoon left her to live on her N40 
But, aſkin 1g, was told, there was none elſe bears 
Except an old Weaver, who now kept a ſchool, - 
10 theſe were the whole that were in Achtertool. - 


To his manſion I ſcamper'd, and rapt at the Joor; 


He op'd, but as ſoon as 1 dar'd to implore, 


5 


He ſhut it like thunder, and utter'd a howl, 
Lhe rung —_ each corner of old Achtertool, 


— 


( 
Provok'd now to fury, the Domini I curſt, 
And offer d to cudgel the wretch, if he durſt; 


But the door he faſt boltęd, though Boreas blew cool, 
And left me all friendleſs 1 in old Achtertool. 


Depri d b of all ſhelter, thro” darkneſs I OY 
Till I came to a ruin'd old houſe by the road ; 
Here the night I will ſpend, and, in ſpir'd by the Owl, 
Ill ſend up ſome prayers for old Achtertool. 


”w 


o 
e o M C. 
| "WJ Poor Lake 


OME fill up the bowl, my brave boys ! 


| And round let us circle the treaſure ; 


Huzza! my good fellows, rejoice ! 

For here is a fountain of pleaſure. 
And while the big Bumper doth paſs, 
Old Bacchus ſhall never confound me; 
Til drink, and, between every glaſs, 


Loud roar of the Wits that ſurround me, 


And bring their each talent to view. 


Imprimis. Here fits by my ſide, 

A hum'rous young fon of the muſes, 
Who lord o'er our paſſions can ride, 

And wind them wherever he chuſes. 


80 


. 
The terrible froum he can form, + boo 
Look diſmally holy thereafter, ; 
Then ſcrew up his face to a ſtorm, 
That nigh burſts the beholder with laughter, 
And makes ev'ry mortal his friend. 


That little ſtout fellow in green, wy 92] 
Obſerve how accompliſh'd and tight he's; 
Good humour ſits full in his mien, 
And mirth his eternal delight is. 
When through the wild hornpipe he fweeps, 
We ſtare as we never had ſeen him, 
So nimbly he capers and leaps, 
You wou'd fwear that ſome devil was in bim, 
To flouriſh his hacks ſo expert. | 


bee! Bastia e eek 
Young Jamie, polite and endearing; _. 
To pleaſe he is ever inclin'd, FR 
Tho? ſometimes haraſſingly jeering. 
So ſweetly a ſonnet he ſings, _ 
He chats to the Ladies ſo clever, 
That Cupid ſhould ſure give him wings, 
And make him his Archer for ever, 
To level the Beauties and Belles. 


„inen 

And there ſits the Genius of ſongg. 

Whoſe muſic ſo nobly can warm us, - 
The Fife now. arouſingly ſtrong, - 

Now waking the Viol to charm us: 
Yet ſometimes he's mournfully mute, 

And tho? we implore while we're able, 
He frowning refuſes the Flute, - 

And penſively leans on the table, 

As if he were lull'd in a trance. 


With golden locks looſe to the wind, 
| Here ſits a ſwain, kind and free-hearted, 
To ev'ry one ſcience/inclin'd, 
By every amuſement diverted. 

Philoſophy, Painting, and Song, 
Alternately gain his affection, 
But his bliſs is to ſtore up a throng 
Of Inſects and Worms for diſſection, 
Of numberleſs ſizes and kinds. 


Here Wilſon and Poverty ſits, 
Perpetually boxing together, 
Till beat by good liquor ſhe flits, 
And leaves him as light as a feather. 
From two moſt unfortunate views, 

| Proceeds his inconſtant condition; 


nn 
His Joys are the ſmiles of the Muſe, 
And his mis'ry the want of Ambition, 
To climb to the notice of fools. 


But round with the Liquor, my boys! 
'Tis folly to languiſh repining ; 
To ſwell up the tide of our joys, 
This Brimmer was ſent us ſo ſhining. 
Since Blockheads and Aſſes grow rich, 
And modeſty murders the wearer, | 
if Merit muſt cow'r in the ditch, - | 
May ſhe ſtill have a Bumper to chear her, 
And raiſe her poor head to the ſkies, - 


( 296 3 


TO THE AUTHOR OF A PIE ck. 


ENTITLED, | 
. f 
THE SAILOR AND LOUSE fl 
: x 6 % . 5 


AlL! Thou whoſe great aſpiring ſoul 
Can range, no doubt, from n to Fo 
Creation's ample houſe, 
Yet deigns to memorate the name, 
And roll in the records of Fame, 
Thy boſom foe a—Louſe. 


Tranſporting Bard! how didſt thou light 
On ſuch a Tale to fire thy flight, 
Such beauties to expreſs ? 
How cou'dſt thou, to our raptur'd view, 
Diſcover ſuch a ſcene? ſo new !— 
Forgive me if I gueſs. 


Perhaps in ſome dark, dirty den, 
Long had'ſt thou pin'd, and chew'd thy pen, 
When (wond'rous inſpiration !} 
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The gray inhabitants of hair, 
That itch'd thee ceaſeleſs here-and-there, 


Chim'd all thy contemplation. 


Impatient to be found i in verſe, 


Around thy hulk, thick-throng'd and Gerce, 


The reſtleſs creatures hurry'd, 
Till thou for want of nobler theme 


Was forc'd t immortalize their name, 
On pain of being worry d. 
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Tune, Happy Clown. 


OME, join with me, ye rural ſwains, 
And wake the reed to cheerful 22 
Since Winter now has fled our plains, 
With all his rueful ſtore: 

No more the furious, bluſt'ring ſky, 
From Greenland's dreary mountains high, 
( here worlds of Ice tumultuous lie) 
Extends the mighty roar. 


With dark*ning rage o'er yon wh Forth, 
No more the chill bleak breathing North, 
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Grim throws the fleecy = forth, 5 
Thick thro? the 2— 1 
Till o'er each hill and ſullen vale, 

An univerſal white prevail, 

And deep beneath the ſnowy vel, 

The ſad Cxea ion lie. 


The hoary Tyrant now ho fled, 


Young blooming Spring our Fields v'erſpread, 5 


Hope, Wealth, and Joy are by her led, 
An all-enliv? ning train. 
Along yon dale, or daiſied Mead, 
Soon as young morn uplifts her head, 
The Hind yokes in the willing ſteed, 
Blithe whiſtling o'er the Lawn; 


The ſtately grove and thick'ning Wood, 
That Winter's furious blaſts withſtood, 
Unfold the verdant leafy brood, 

High waving in the air. EY 
While, o'er the Mountain's graſſy ſteep, _ 
Are heard the tender bleating ſheep, 
Around the wanton lambkins leap, 

At once their joy and care, 


Amid the Bow'r, with wood-bines wove, 
Throughout the flower-enamell'd grove, 


% » 
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The humming bees unwearied rove, 
Gay bloomy ſweets among; 

The chearful Birds, of varied hue, 

Their ſweet meand' ring notes purſue; 

High ſoars the Lark, and loſt to view, 

Pours forth his grateful ſong. 


The wand'ring . glitt'ring ral, 
The Cuckoo's note heard from the hill, 
The warb'ling Thruſh and Black-bird ſhrill, 
- | Inſpire with rapt'rous glee : 


Then j join the Choir, each Nymph and Swain, 


Thro' ev'ry grove, and flow'ry plain, 
Till hills reſound the joyful ſtrain, 
Harmonious to each Tree. 
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On ibe death of a faugurite Spaniel, maliciouſly poiſoned. 


OW ſoon are bleſſings ſnatch'd away 
Our friends around us ſmile to-day, 
But oft ere morning's early ray, 
| Salute the ſhore; 
We ſee them firetch'd, pale, lifeleſs clay, 
To pleaſe no more! 


Poor Cupid ! fondeſt friend I knew ; 
To me, how kind! how matchleſs true 
Whoſe frolics oft my laughter drew, 

Tho? grief depreſt, 


{ 


Buy Death's envenom'd ſteel pierc'd through, 


Has breath'd his laſt. 
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(180) 
But had the traitor, void of art, 
Produc'd the death denouncing dart, 
And calmly aim'd it at his heart, 
| Still panting warm; _ | 
One pitcous look had ſtaid the ſmart, 
And fix d his arm. 


"=P think not, "TE his debt is paid, 

I mourn the dear departed ſhade; - 

No—'neath yon apple-tree he's laid, 
To riſe again; 

Nor ſhall the youth or infant maid, 
Eſcape his pain. : 


Each year, when Spring NWS reſumes, 


Then Cupid, from his bed of glooms, 
Shall ſpread the ſcarlet· tinctur d 2 
In glorious view, 


While bees, amid the rich perfumes, 


Rove, murm'ring through, 


When Autumn comes, ſerene and flow, 
And ruddy Berries, cluſtering, glow, 


When, with ripe fruit, the loaden'd bough, 


Bends to the ſwaird, 


, # 


. 
Then Cupid ſwells the lov'lieſt ſhow, 
In Jounny's yard. | 


And though in Apples now he riſe, 
Yet ſwift and keen his arrow flies; 
For ſoon as e' er your raviſh'd eyes 
Gaze on his growth, 
The bluſhing cheek and wond'rous ſize, 
Wou'd bleſs your mouth. ' 


(6182) 
OA SEALED LETTER. 


OW, little folded pregnant leaf, 
On thee for once my joy, my grief, 
My hopes, and fears await; 
Now ſhall Misfortune ceaſe to growl, 
Or black Deſpair aſſault my ſoul, 
And fix my hapleſs fate. 


Oh! 3 may ſome Angel (guardian aid 3 
In robes celeſtial, ſweet array'd, 
Unknown, unſeen deſcend, 
And while thou opens on his eyes, 
Soft whiſper the poor poet's ſighs, - 
And bid him be a friend. 


Then ſhall the Muſe outſtretch her wing, 
And, ſir'd with; joy, exulting ſing 

The bounty of the giver; 
vet if ſtern Fortune ſo ordain, 
That all my Hatt'ring hopes are vain, 
Here, forrow ! dwell for ever. 


DEPARTED DRUNKARD. 


ORIO lies beneath this table, 
Bacchus, view the ſight and weep; 
Spite of all thy art was able 

Porter's lull'd bim faſt OP. 


Silent now the tongue of thunder, 
Dormant lies the arm of bras, 

Every ſentence ſunk our wonder, 

 Ev'ry action crown'd the A. 


Morpheus! curſe on thy intruding, 
Bleſt was he ere thou appear d 5 
Snuff in vain gainſt thy deluding, 

All his fiery forces rear' d. 


See! he wakes—his eye-lids glimmer— 
He ſtruggles, faultering, to get free; 
Ah! he finks—come, puſh the Brimmer, 

Jolly god! *twixt thee and me. 
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Occaſioned by ſeeing two men ſewing timber, in the open 
field, in defiance of a furious Storm. 


72 friends, for G—d ſake! quat yer wark, 4 
A. Nor think to war a wind ſae ſtark ; | 
Your Saw-pit ſtoops, like wans, are ſhaking, 

The vera planks and deals are quaking ; 

Ye're tempin” Providence, I ſwear, 

To raiſe your graith ſae madly here. 

Now, now ye're gone !—Anither blaſt 

Like that, an' a' yer Sawing's paſt ! 

Come down, ye Sinner !—grip the Saw. 

Like death, or, trouth, ye'll be awa'. 

Na, na, ye'll ſaw, tho” hail an' fleet 

Wreathe owre your breaſt, an' freeze yer feet. 
Hear how it roars, an' rings the bells; 

The Carts are tum'lin* round themſels; 

The Tile an' Thack, an' Turf up whirls; 

See yon brick Lum !—down, down it hurls.— 


165 
But wha's yon ſtaggering owre the brae, 
Beneath a lade o' buttl't ſtrae; 
Be wha he will, poor luckleſs b—h! = 
His ſtrae an' him's baith in the ditch. 


The ſclates are hurling down in hun' res, 
The dading door an' winnock thun'ers.— 
But, ho! my hat, my hat's awa'! | 
L—d help's! the Saw-pit's down an” 2* 
Rax me your hand —hech! how he granes, 
I fear your legs are broken banes. 

I tauld you this; but, deil· mak. matter 
Ye thought it a' but idle clatter; 

Now, ſee! ye miſbelieving ſinners! 

Your bloody ſhins—your Saw in flinners; ; 
An' roun' about your lugs the ruin, 

That your demented folly drew on. 


Experience ne'er fac ſicker tells us, 
As when ſhe lifts her rung an' fells us, 
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Be not the Muſe head here to ben 
Her brothers of the Grove. mm— 
© Tronson. 
morn was keekin' frae the eaſt, 
The lav'rocks ſhrill, wi? dewy breaſt, 
Were tow'ring paſt my ken, 
Alang a burnie's flow'ry fide, 
That gurgl'd on, wi' glancin' glide, 
I gain'd a buſhy Glen; 
The circling nets ilk Spider weaves 5 
Bent wi clear dew-drops hung 
A roun” amang the ſpreading leaves, | 
The cheary natives ſung; 
On'ts journey, the burnie, 
Fell daſhing down ſome lins, 
White foaming, and roaming, 
In rage amang the ſtanes. 


187 ) 
While on the gowan turf I fat, 
And view'd this blisfu' ſylvan ſpat, 
Amid the joyous ſoun; 


Some mournfu” chirps, methought, of wae 


Stole on my ear, frae neath a brae; 
 Whare, as I glinted down, 
I ſpy'd a bonpy wee bit Wren, 
Lone, on a fuggy ftane: 
An' aye ſhe tore her breaſt, an than, 
Poor thing, pour'd out her mane, . . 
Sae faintive, ſae plaintive ; 
To hear her vent her ſtrain 
Diſtreſt me, an? preſt me 
To ken her cauſe o pain. 


Down frae a hingan hazel root, 

Wi' eaſy wing, an' ſadly mute, 
A ſocial Robin came ; | 

Upon a trem'lin twig he perch'd, 

While owre his head the craig was arch'd, 
Near han? the hapleſs dame; 

Awee he view'd her fad deſpair 
Her bitter chirps of wae, 

Brought frae his e'e the pearly tear, 
Whilk owre his breaſt did gae ; 
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| Still eyeing, and ſpying, 02k 
* Nane near to gre relief; 


And drooping, and ſtooping, 
He thus enquir'd her Ne 


A AN . 
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% What qolefu ill, alas! NOPE: woe 
Gars thee ſit mourning here below, ' - 
And rive thy mirley breaſt ? 


Has ony Whitret's direfu” jaws, | &- 


Or greedy Gled's fell ſqueezing claws, 
Made thy wee lord a feaſt ? . | 
Or has ſame Callans, frae the town, 
While roaring through the ſhaw, 
Thy wee things, neſt an' a torn down, 
An' borne them far awa? ; 
My Wrannie, I canna 
Reſt till thy waes thou tell; 
For I yet may cry yet 
Wi' ficcan griefs myſel.” 


“ Och, Rab! my heart will bruſt in twa— 
Alas! Pm dizzy—O I'll fa! 

My legs, my heart will fail— 
But ſince ye ſpeer ſae kind, my frien', 
An' love like yours is ſeldom ſeen, 
I' ſe tell the dreadfu' tale— 
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Aneath yon hingin' brae, as wk 145 
Soon as the leaves came out, | 
Ye ken we joyfu* bug PDR 
And clos't it a. about. 
Fu* cleanly, an? bienly 
We lin'd it a! wi down; 
An' neatly, an' quietly, 
We form'd i it inu 'S 3 an r 
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6 The brae bun g owre, in * height, $2 


And hade it cloſe frae ony's fight  - + 

That dauner't thro? the glen; 

Nane e er. obſerv*d ſatin Sts 

Or even there for neſts did fin, 
'Twas fica-lanchythbri> 

An' mony a day an' night I fat, 
While my-wee Tam did ſing, 

Till ſaxteen bonny things I gat, 


A hotching *neath each wing. Yu 


What pleaſure, this treafure 
Gied us, I needna' tell: 
Sic pleaſures, fic treaſures, 

Ye've aft enjoy'd yourſel. 
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“ Soon as the gladſome morning roſe, 
1 left them row't in warm repoſe, 
An' thro” the warbling wood, 
Mang aul' tree-roots an' prickly brier, 
My Tam an' me, withouten fear, 
Rov'd for their wanted food; 
An', oh! what tranſports ſwell'd my breaſt, 
At night, when I ſurvey'd 
A” ſafe an' weel about our neſt, 
An' them quiet feath'rin' laid !— 
Och! Robin—this ſobbin 
Forgie, for to the ſcenes 
1 draw now, that gnaw now, 5 
My heart wi' wringing pains. 


« This'morn as ſoon as it grew light, 
Baith thro? the glen we took our flight, 
An' ſoon my neb I fill'd; 

Some dreadfu' hurling noiſe I heard, 

An' pale forebodings made me fear'd, 
That a' my hopes were kill'd. 

I flighter't hame ; but och! dread ſcene! 
Whole horror cruſh'd my breath: 

The brae had fa'n huge to the plain, 
An' daſh'd them a' to death— 


(a 
Ye heavens, my grievings 
| You might have ceas'd to flow, 
Me craſhing, and daſhing 
With them to ſhades below. 


« Nae mair Pl] thro? the valley flee, 

An gather worms wi' bliſsfu' glee, 
To feed my cheeping young; 

Nae mair wi' Tam himſel I'll rove, 

Nor ſhall e' er joy, throughout the grove, 
Flow frae my wretched tongue; 

But lanely, lanely aye I'll hap, 
Mang aul' ſtane-dykes an' braes, 
Till ſome ane roar down on my tap, 

An' end my joyleſs days.“ 
80, lowly, and ſlowly 
Araiſe the hapleſs Wren, 
While crying, and ſighing, 
Remurmur'd through the Glen. 
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"IR'D w1' tramping moors an* moſles, 


Speeling ſtairs, an' lifting ſnecks, 


Dabhering down through lanes any cloſſes, 3 


Buſkin” braw the mens ſex, 


Hame, at e 'ening, late I ſcuded, 
Whare auld Reckie's turrets tow'r, 


Mirk the Lift was, drouſy cluded, 8 


An' the ſtarns begoud to glow” r j; 


in my nieye, my honeſt Lacey; 
| Soon” 81 reck't her ingle cheek, 


: Ram' t yer lines--as daft's a bucky 


| Was 1 when I heard you ſpeak. 


80 
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Ben the room I ran wi' hurry, 
_ Clos'd the door wi? unco glee, 
Read, an' leu gh, maiſt like to worry, 
Till my * ! . ree. 


Sonſy fa your . Muſe, my laddie! 
She's a wench can mount fu' heigh, 

Tho? her phraizing (far owre gaudie) 
Gars me cock my tap fu' ſkeigh. 


Cartha's banks, wit flow'rets bind: 
Warbling birds, wi? tow'ring wing; 

| Rocks and hills, wi' muſic ringing, 

Weel I like to hear you ſing. 


Theſe are ſcenes of health an' quiet, 
Innocence and rural hliſs; 13 

Solitude, tho' others fly it, 
Towns to me are dull with this. 


Diſtant far frae ony living, 
Deep in lanely woodings loſt, 
Oft my Mule, wi' ardour heaving, 
Sung her woes, by fortune croſt. 


Stretch'd beſide the bubbling burnie 
Aften muſing wou'd I lie, 
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While glad Phoebus, on his j Journey, 
| 1 wi gowd the eatery ſky. 


This, man, ſets our brains a bizzing, 


This can ſoothe our ſorrowing breaſts, 


Want and Care ſet afward whizzing, 
"TL il our jaded hobby reeſts. 


While ye ſpoke of notes „ 
Dying o'er the diſtant plain, 

All my foul, tumultuous panting, 

prong to meet the unn, Swain. 


Oh! prolong the ſweet defiription, 
Bid the Muſe new-prune her wing ; 
Sylvan gods ſhall, at thy diction, 
Dance around in airy ring. 
Shall the youth whoſe powers ſurpriſing, 
Melt our ſouls to ſweet deli ght, 
All the ſoul of ſong ariſing 
Thro' the ſilent liſt'ning night: 


Shall he, doom'd to dark oblivion, 
Languiſh, loſt to joy or fame, 

Not a ſwain to ſoothe his grieving, 
Not a Muſe to ſing his name. 


Pre 


5 „ 
Gods forbid! for yet he'll bloſſom, 
In thy verſes now he lives; 
Gladly could I paint his boſom, 
Gen'rous as the ſong he gives. 


But the cluds are black ning dreary, 
Night is drawing owre her ſcreen ; 

Bodies hame are daunering weary, 
Dews are dribbling owre the green. 


Truſt me, tho* clos'd in a cellar, 
Wantin' huggars, breeks, or fark, 
Preſt wi” debt, or bleſt wi' filler, 

I'm a frien' to An'rew C=—, 


„„ . 9 
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HORT is the far'eſt fouk can ſee, 
Yet unco wary we ſhou'd be, 


To luk before we loup; 
Nor e' er, in huth' ron haſte, advance, 
Or we'll rin mony a narrow chance, 


In black miſtaks to coup. 


Ae cam, blae, bitter froſty day, 
When deep the gliſterin' ſnaw-wreathes lay, 
Aboon ilk moor an' fiel', 
An' owre the Loch's clear frozen face, 
On ſkytchers thrang, in airy chace, 
Flew mony a cheery chiel. 
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Far aff the Curler's roaring rink,” 
Re-echo'd loud, wi? noify clink, 
O' ſtanes and beſoms rappin' ; 


Doos flighter't thro' amang the ſtacks; 


An' craws upo' the toll-road tracts 
In hungry mood were happin'. 


Sic was the day, whan ſan*-blin* Rab; 
Arm'd wi? a gun like ony ſtab, © 
An' pocks o' lead an' pouther, 
Set out, in eager ſearch for game, 
Reſoly'd to bring a Maukin hame, 

In triumph, owre his ſhouther. 


Nae ſnifterin* dog had he, I wat, | 17 
To air't him to the lanely ſpat . 
Whare ony creature lay: 
Tho” ſcarce twa tether- length his een 
Cou'd ken a midding by a green, 
Let on he W his We 


— thi drifted crumpin- owe, 
L roun” his glimmerin' een he ey 


For Hares, or bits o- burdies; 3 
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Aft taking ilka ſtane he ſaw, 
Bare rais'd aboon the gliſtering ſnaw, 
For Puſſey's crouchin' hurdies. 


Down thro' the Glen between twa trees, 
At length ſly glowrin* Rabby ſees 
A Hare amang the buſhes : 
He chaps the flint—leans on a ſtump, 
Aff gaed the ſhot wi' thunerin” thump, . 
An after't Rabby ruſhes. 


But when he ſaw (guides! how he ſtood). 
His ain Sow weltering in her blude, 
An' ſticks in anguiſh tearing ! 
Her deean ſqueels maiſt rung him deaf, 
He hung his head in filent grief, 
And wander'd hamewards ſwearing. 


The 


CALLAMPHITRES ELEGY. 


| TTEND, ye ſquads o' Wabſters a', 
Whare'er may be your byding, 
Whether ye hing owre Muſlins braw, 

Or ſonſier Sacks, or Faw ; 
Ye've loſt a Patriarch an' mair, 
 Whaſe crown Death's lang been cloorin' 1 
An' I'ſe relate the haill affair, 
Though baith my een be pourin' 
Wi' grief this day. 


There liv'd a Carle near a glen, 
Fouk CaLLAaMPHITRE ca'd him, 
Wha ſaw lang ſinty year an' ten, 
Ere ever trouble gad him; 
He at the ſowing-brod was bred, 
An' wrought gude Serge an Tyken, 
An' mony an aul' wife's neſt he clad 
Fu* bra'ly to their liking, 
| An' ſnug that day. 
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Whare highlan' hills, out thro? the duds, Prin BE] 
Lift up their ſnawy rigging, 
Beſide a glen, atween twa wuds, | 
Stood his bit lanely bigging : +7 +5 
Nae pridefu plaiſter t bield, wi ſtaps | 
Plann'd out wi? ſquare « or tether ; N 
But ſtanes, rowt up on ithers taps, 
” Co' ert owre wi hardy heather, | 
44g ꝓ6ũ tus that day, it 
His loom, made o ſtout aiken rungs, 
Had ſair't him faxty ſimmer, | 
Tho' his lang Lay, wi” fearfu fungs, 
Shook a“ the roofingt timer. 
As ſoon's braw day. light clear 't the litt, 1 
He raiſe, an' waukent Jennock, : 
Laid owre his leg, an' till't like drift, 
Til moon. light thro' his winnock Er 
| Shone late at night. N He 


His banes were like a Horſe's ſtrang, e Sa 
His tuſks like Bear's or Shark; . 9 
; An' foul a brither | g the gang. EN 
Wad dung him at his wark. 
He wad ha'e roar'd like « ony Nowt, 5 W 
When be 05 Fins grew ſcanty, 5 WF 
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Till ance the hirpling pining gout 
Swall't baith his legs unhaunty, 


On him ſpue't out its yenom, 
An' a' the Doctors drogs, or ſkill; 
Nae eaſe, alake! cou'd len him; 
It wrung his vera ſaul, poor chiel! 
Wi' grips beneath his navel, 
Whilk made him roar, an* Sen a an? we, 
As he had ſeen a devil, 
Or Ghaiſt, that day. 


Alangſt a ſack, ha'f fu' o ſtrae, 
Beneath an aul gray co ering, 

Wi' face grim pale, an' lips right blae, 
He lay, maiſt at the ſmo'ering. 

He fan Death's fearfu* grapple airns, 
An' that he coudna free them, | 
Sac gaſped out 7 bring my bairns, 
That I for ance may ſee them, 

This waefy' day.” 


Wi' youlla? clinch aul' Jennock ran, 
Wi' fa'r like ny brock, 
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To 1 that remnant o' a man, W b 


Her foiſteſt brither Jock. - x : 
As ſoon's ſhe reekt the ſooty bield, Cie F 
Whare Labrod he fat cockin ; 
4 Come down,” ſhe cry*d, © you lump: 0 cild, 4 7 
His vera guts he's bockan 
In blude, this day.” 


Down gaed the wid lovers he ſtruts, 
Wi' dreadfu' fright, a* ſweating, 
While Mirran, wi' her ſhoelin' cloots, 
Ran, yellochan an' greeting. 
As ſoon's they to the houſe came in, 
An' ſaw that he was deean, 
They ſtood a whyle, baith deaf an' blin 
While down the tears came fleean 
In ſhow'rs that day! 


\ 


An 
At length aul' Callam gied a glowre, a 
An' ſaid, May God be wi' ye! 
Death's maunt at laſt to ding me owre, 
| ny Sor 


An' ll ſoon hae to lex” ye. | 
Some /infu” clues, the laft aboon, | "0 
Ve'll fin, row't in a blanket“ | 
Syne gied a fearfu', dreary croon, 
An' aff for aye he ſhanket | 
wr Death that * 
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O dool! whane'er they ſaw him gane, 

They rais'd a lamentation; 

An' yells, an' ſabs, and mony a-grane, 

Declar'd their deep vexation. 7 

“Lord help us' a'! he'll e'en be miſt,” , 
' Quo? Jock, as up they bore him. 

Sae a' three ſtreek't him on a kiſt, 

An' waefully did co'er him. | 
4 WY a claith that day.. 


O Mirran! dinna rive yer hair, 
An' wv ſic vengeance yelp ſae; 

My heart is for you a' right ſair, 

But deed I canna help ye. 

Hech, fee! they've borne him to yon brae, 
An' aff the mortclaith furl'd, . 

An' in a hole they've let him gae, 
Syne yird and ſtanes down hurl'd, 

Wi' ſpades this day. 


Some ſaid, he was a camſheugh bool, 
Nae yarn nor rapes cou'd haud him, 
Whan he got on his fleeſome cowl, 

But may be they miſca'd him. 

While Jennock tum't the winles? blade 
An' waft in lapfu's left her, 
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Fraeꝰs nieves the ſpool, like light'ning fled, 


And raps cam thunerin' after, 
Like death that day. 


But now nae mair he'll ble6 their bield, 
Wi' gabby cracks an' ſtories; | 
He fell a prey to runkly Eild, 
An's trampit aff afore us. 
Let ilka ſhop his praiſes roar, 
In melancholious metre, 
An' at the hin-er-en? o' ilk bore, 
Mourn out, O CALLAMPHITRE ! 
| Thow'ne dead this day' = 
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| || 

TO MR, F*r#*##**, Pin++s, + ll 

pag || 

Thou wha *midſt lang yellow ranks l 
O' gowans, on ſweet Cartha's banks, 


Row't i in a ſkinklan plaid, 
Soun's loud the- Scottiſh Muſe's horn, 
Aneath ſome ſpreadan eldren thorn, 
An maks the herdies glad; „ 
While lads an' laughin' laſſes free 
chirt in to hear thy ſang, 
Will EBEN let a chiel like me 
Join wi” the chearfu* thran? 
A wee while, in auld ſtile, 
On Pegaſus I'll ſcrive, 
Sae tent me, an' canty 5 
I ſoon fal tak my leave. 


\ 


+ Author of a Volume of Pex. = 


D d S | PPS. 


3 C 
This ha'f a year yer funny tales, 2 
Owre moſſes, mountains, ſeas an” dales 

| Pve carried i' my lingle ; 
An' ſcores o' times, in kintra tafts, 
They've gart the fouk maiſt rive their chafts, 
Whan owre a bra” peat ingle, 5 
Foot them hear droll Symon's crack, 
Wi Hodge, twa curious cronies, 
How the queer carles ſae camſheugh ſpake 
Bout pouther't cokernonies. 
Young Jenny an' Nannie, | 
An Meg wad laught thegither, 
Sly ſneeran an' ſwearan, 3 
Od, that's juſt like our father.” Tre bs 


Whan AuP Joanna i the Brat, 
Or Bonny Bell, and mony mae 
They hear me try to tout ; 
Or when poor Brownie tells his tale, 
How he was maiſt kidnapped hale, 
Blude drappan frae his ſnout : 
When Ton Spat's fearfu' fa“ ye mourn, 
In ſimple hammart croon, | 
Nae mair to get a needfu' turn 
Aneath its biggin' doon : 
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L—d help me! they yelp me, 
Wi' laughin' near han” deaf, 
While ſweatin' an' greetin? 
I turn the tither leaf. 


« Preſerves !” ſays Jean, an' tops her wheel, 
An' do ye really ken the chiel! 
An' whar-a'wa's his dwallin ?” 
« Pd gang,” quo? Meg, a ſimmer day 
Jo get ae glint o'm in my way, 
Tho? I ſoud ſpen a ſhilling.” “ 
Out granes aul Grannie frae the neuk, 
Whare, at the rock ſhe's rivan, 
«* Vow Sirs ! an' did he mak the beuk 
Juſt out his ain contrivin ! 
Whare- e er he's I'm ſure he's 
A miniſter, or mair; 
Sic ſtories, ſae curious, 
Wad tak a man o“ lear.” 


But, EBEN, thinkna' this but clatter, 

An' that I tell't, for fau't * matter, 
To lengthen out a crack, 

Its what I've heard a hun'er times 

The fouk exclaim, wha read your rhymes, 
Or may I burn my Pack. 
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Wi' chil o taſte, an? genius baith, 


I aften hae forgather't ; ; 
An war I to relate their breath 
O' you, ye'd ſay I blether't. 
Wi' leiſure, an' pleaſure, 
Pve ſeen them aft read owre, 
| While ſtrokes o! wit, wi' ready hit, 
Gart aft the reader glowre. 


For me, when 1 begin to read 


About aul' honeſt Harry dead; 

Beneath the yird laid ſtieve in, 

Or the bauld brooze o' waſps an bees. 

Whilk had ſet Allan in a bleeze, | 
Had the auld Bard been livin! ; 


Or that, which ſcorns the bounds 2 ' rhyme, 


Fate, ſung in lofty ſtrains, 


| Owre whulk Pve grutten mony a time 


An' bleſt ye for yer pains. 
Wan theſe, an' a thouſanꝰ 
Mae beauties ſtrike my e * 
Inſpired, Pm fired 
wy won 'rous thoughts ON thee, 


Let ſenſeleſs critics rounꝰ ye ſqueel, 
Ari cn! Hke ony empron ecl, 


PA 
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Wi' want o' taſte, or ſpite; 
Nane e'er gat fame in's native ſpat, 
The vera haly Beuk ſays that, 
But let them girn an' ffyte. 
While I can douk in ink a quill 
An' blether rhyme or proſe; 
While ſpoons an' ladles help to fill 
My kyte, wi' kail or broſe, 
Believe it, while Pm fit 
The right frae left to know it, 
PII reverence, while bleſt wi ſenſe, 
Ihe Poems and the Poet. 


If ever Fortune, thrawart b—h ! 
Soud kick me in misfortune's ditch, 
A while to lie an warſle; 
Gif I yer ſangs hae in my fab, : 
An' whyles a glaſs to heet my gab, 
An' ſnuff to ſmart my girſsle; 
Tho? Beagles, Hornings, an' fic graith, 
Glowre roun' they ne'er ſal dread me: 
III canty chant aul Harry's death, 
While up the ſtair they lead me, 
PH roar than, I II foar than, 
Out thro the vera cluds, 
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Tho- hung roun, an ” clung roun', 
Wi ſtenchers an wi duds. 


Owre e bighlan hills I've rov'd this whyle, 
Far to the north, whare mony a mile 
Ve ll naething ſee but heather; | 
An' now-an'-than a wee bit Cot, 
Bare, hunkerin' on ſome lanely ſpot, 
Whare ither words they blether. 
Laſt owk there on a winnock-ſole, 
I fan ſome aul newſpaper, 
An tho? *twas riv'n in mony a hole, 
Vet, fegs, it made me caper, 
Whan ſcanin- t, I fan in't 
Some rhyme I ne er had ſeen, 
How nature ilk creature 
 Makscanty, blyth, an' bien. 
. 
Ha, Ezzn! hae I catcht ye here, 
Quo I, in unco glee an' chear, 
While their nainſels a“ gapet, 
An' ſpeer't right droll, gin ſhe was mine, 
An' whareabouts me did her tine? 
(While aff the ſang I clippet) 
Some bawbies bury?t a' the plea, 
Tho' they afore war ſweer o't, 


Jae 


* 
("ae 
gae aff I came, in clever key, 
Reſolv d to let you hear „ 
Now farewel, my braw chiel, 
Lang tune the reed wi ſpirit; 
Let aſſes ſpit claſhes, 
Fools canker aye at merit. 
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ADDRESSED TO A FRIEND. 


F cares can quench the Poets fire, 
And damp each chearful-rifing thought, 
Make W n drooping drop the Lyre, 
Ere he perhaps a theme has ſought ; 


Sure, if there liv'd a friendly ſwain, | 
Mild, merry, generous to the poet ; 
Inſpiring joy, expelling pain, | 

To pleaſe inclin'd, and kind to ſhow it. 


Can words tell how my heart wou'd leap, 
How throb to meet a ſwain fo true! 
Exclaim you, with affection deep, „„ Wid 
« Lives ſuch a ſwain? he lives in you. By 
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TO MR. W.. M,. 25 5 


AlI.! kind, free, Vöik eaſt Fain, 
My fie'er forgotten frien”, N 
Wha aft has made me, ſince wi” pain 
We parted, dight my eien; "RIM 
Ance mair frae aff a lanely plain, | 
2 Warlocks wauk at een, 
An' witches dance, rn raiſe my ſtrain” 
Tin to your bield bedeen 1 „ 
TY + ny n ſound this day. 9 25 


Wide muirs that 1 wi” purple Keep, 
Beneath the ſunny glowe ; | 
Ee 
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Hills fwell'd vaſt here—there dark glens * 
Whare brooks emboſom'd rowe; 

Cots hingin* owre the woody ſteep, 
Bields reekin' frae the howe, 

Wild ſcenes like theſe, a blisfu? heap, | 


Has driven't in my powe 
To write this day. 


Be this thy lat, my Muſe, and ſwear 
By a' that e'er thou ſung, 

Till Mitchell's chearfu? ſang thou hear, 
To chain thy tuneleſs tongue 

Its ſworn ! I faw her frowning rear 
Her arm, an' while it hung 

Aloft in air, glens that lay near, 


An rocks roecrong rung 
Conſent this ay 


Yet wha can, daunerin” up thir braes, | 
No fin? his heart a- dancin” 5 
While Herdies ſing wi' huggert taes, 
An' wanton lams are prancin'; 
Or down the ſpreadin' vale to gaze, 
Whare glitt*ria' burns are glancin', | 
An' ſleepin” lochs, owre whaſe ſmooth face.. 
Wild fowl ſport the expanſe in, 
Ilk bonny day. 
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Here mountains raiſe their el 6 backs, | 


ERang' d huge aboon the lift. 
In whaſe dark bowels, for lead tracts, 
_ Swarm'd miners howk an' ſift; 
High owre my head the ſheep in packs, 
I ſee them mice. Ike ſkift, , 
The herd, maiſt like anes finger, wauks 
Aboon you fearfu* clift 
- Seares ſeen this day. 


Here mills rin thrang, wi? Whilk in ſpeed 
They melt to bars the ore in 

Nine ſcore o fathoms ſhanks down lead, 
To let the hammerin' core in, 

Whare hun'ers for a bit o' bread. 
Continually are borin'; 

Glowre down a pit you'd think, wi' dread, 
That gangs o deils war roaring” 

Frae h— that way. 


Alangſt the mountain's barren ſide, 
Wi' holes an' caverns digget, 
In lanely raws, withouten pride, 

Their bits o huts are biggets _ 
' Nae kecklin* hens about the door, 
Fer glad their chearleſs Lucky, 


„% s 


They pick the pyles o' leaden ore, ARES All, 
Whils to poor es _ . 


A wimplan burn atween the hills, 
Thro* mony a glen rins trottin', 
Amang the ſtanes an' ſunny rills | 
| Aft bits o' gowd are gotten 
Thought I © Three yeer thro“ cloſs an trance, 
An' doors I've been decoy't, 
Now fortune's kuſſen meupa chance, 
An 1 I fal employ't. wilth 
Right 1 this re 5 


Sae up the burn, wi p. 8 I gade, 
An' down aboon ſome heather, 
Saft on the brae my pack 1 I laid, 
Till twa-three lumps Pd gather, A 
But wae-be- till't, had 1 foreſeen 
Things war to turn ſae doolfu', 
I ne'er had waded there ſac keen, 
Tho? ſure to fin a ſhoolfu 
An' mair chat day. 
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; * The truth of this has hank often fatally experienced by the 
; : | inhabitants o of theſe wild mountains. 


0 
As thro' the ſtream, wi” loutin” back, 
Thrang, ſtanes an' ſand I threw out, 
A Toop, who won' ert at my pack, 
Cam down to take a view ot; 
A. tether-length he back did gae, 
An' cam w fic a daſh, 
That hale-ſale hurlan” down the bee, 
I blatter't wi' a blaſh * 
the burn that day! 


Tho? — hail an' thun' er's du 
Had a' at ance ſurroundet, *; 

I wudna? glowr't wi? fic amaze, 
Nor been ha'f ſae confoundet! 

Wi' waefu' heart, before it ſank, 
I haul't it out a? elaſhing, 


And now they're bleaching on the bank, 


A melancholy waſhing 
To me this day: 


| 
j 
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WRITTEN WHEN SICK. B 
M 
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HEN dread Diſeaſe aut our cemblin Tl 
breath, 
Wrings every nerve, and paves the way for death, 
Raves thro? our vitals, mercileſs to fave, 
Boils in each vein, and points us to the grave; 
Rack'd with the pain, deſpairing at the view, 
We fly for help to pitying Heaven and you. 


Oft have I thought, while health flow'd in my 
'F "breaſt, © 5 

Ere ſleepleſs nights my weary heart oppreſt, 

That ſhould pale Sickneſs ſternly me invade 

rd ſcorn her rage, if T-—r lent his aid. 

Rous'd at the name, lo! diſappointed Death, 

In vain wild-wrenching to diſlodge the breath, 
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_ 
| Starts from the lonely couch—graſps up his dart, 
And ſullen-ſhrinkin ng owns thy . art. 


Amid thoſe numbers that 3 your care, 
That hope, by you, ſweet health again to ſhare, 
Here I unhappy ſtand, with ſadneſs preſt, 

And pin'd by ills that bind my lab'ring breaſt ; 

But ſhould theſe woes that now I'm forc'd to bear, 
Fly from your touch, and with them ev'ry fear; 
Should your bleſt ſkill expunge this threat ning pain, 

And JI reſume my former health again, 
12 This grateful heart your goodneſs ſhall revere 
Next that almighty God, whoſe hand you are. 
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AN EPIGRAM. 


HO? Florio revell'd, ſubtile as a fox, 

1 Thrice in ſix weeks poor Florio caught a ,; 
The next ſix weeks brought weeping to his door, 
Three pregnant wenches and a brimſtone wh—re. 
Mad at the fight, and tortur'd with the evil, 

He drove the black aſſembly to the devil. 

Well, here his griefs would end? Ah! piteous tale, 
Six following weeks beheld him in a Jail; 

The next ſix ſaw him, ere their time flew by, 

Rear, curſe, * pine, mortify and die. 
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Bleſt had'ſt thou been, O Florio! bleſt indeed?! 
Nor yet condemn'd among the common dead, 
Had fate with-held (to lengthen out thy days) 
Such fierce temptations from thy eager gaze, 
And gracious giv'n thee, to . this trick, 
A * Patience. 
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A REAL CHARACTER, 


I hate the man who builds his fame 
USEBUS, fond a Patriot to commence, . . . | 
With ſelf-conceit ſupplies his want of ſenſe. 
In Power an ideot, ſtriving ſtill to riſe; 
Tho? void of wiſdom, arrogantly wiſe. 
A ſlander fond from whiſpering lips to ſteal, 
And fonder ſtill thoſe whiſpers to Nan 
Amid a group of tattling matrons ſet, + 
How flows his eloquence ! how beams his wit! 7 
With dark ſuſpicion ſtruck, he ſhakes the head, 
Juſt hints what /ome folk were, what ſome falk did; 
For nought delights him more than others woe; 
To fee them fall, or ſtrive to lay them low. _ 
Ft 5 
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In wide extremes his judgment loves to dwell; 
If not in heav'n, you'll find it ſquat in hell: 
Though long each ſtation ſeldom he can keep, 
Vet, when he ſhifts, he does it at a leap. 
If Spring, more mild than uſual, ſweet appear, - 
To wake the herbs, and bleſs the op- ning year, 
With words like theſe our ears eternal ring, 
“ Did ever mortal ſee ſo bleſt a Spring ! * 
But when rude froſt, or chearleſs rains deſcend, 
When light'nings flaſh, and roaring thunders rend; 
He hears the ſtorm, and, pale with boding fear, 
Declares that great, tremendous period near, 5 | 
For ems like theſe no ey did ever hear. 5 


| \ 
1 Thrice bleſt : are they who gain him as their gien 

1 Their matchleſs fame ſhall far and near extend; 25 A 
i They're Saints, they” re Angels, but, his friendſhip 0 Yer, 

X They” re Poor, curſt, vile, a villain, or a wh.—e. ris 
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AE doubt 110 Sue whine er r ye wry 
| A n' ſee m maiſt at Scotland's neuk, 
Whare owre the waves black fwartns '0? deuk 


Soom far an' near, in 
And laden't ſhips to try their tuck, 
87 For Tolland ſteer. L 
And let them Fm for m -nae mair 
My luck I'll try at ſelling ware, 
I've ſworn by a? aboon the air 
> quat the Pack, 


Or deed [ doubt baith x me an' gear 
Wad gang to Wrack. 


* A ſmall fikiog town near Fiſe-nefs. 
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Three year thro' muirs an- bogs I've ſquattert, wy 


Wi' duddy claes an' huggars tatter't, 

a in barns, an' lee't an' clatter't, 
; Thrang ſellin' daith, 

An- now wi ſtorms I've maiſt been batter't 
An' ſmoor*t to death. 


Nor think this droll, when fic a daſh 
O' ſnaw an' fleet, an' fic caul traſh, 
Ik oy I hae out thro? to plaſh, 
Oovre muir an' brae, 
An' ablins whyles but little caſh, 

N „ Whilk maks ane wae. 


"Twas juſt yeſtreen, as tir'd an? flaw 4 
I waded hame, through drifted ſnaw, 
Nae livin” creature, houſe or ha', 
Perceiv'd I cheary, 
But muir an' mountain, glen an ſhaw, 
War fad an' dreary. x 


Mirk fell the night, an* frac the waſt 
Loud roar't the bitter-biting blaſt, 
The blatterin hail, right fell an' faſt, 
O' erſcourg'd my face; 
While owre the drifted heaps I paſt 
Wi' weary pace. 


by 0 


(226 2 
As down a knowe my way I hel'; 
Nane wi' me but my lanely ſel , 
Whiſtlin' fu” blyth, trouth, Sir, to tell 
I The mournfu truth, 
Down thro' a wreathe o' ſnaw I fell; 
Maiſt to the mouth. 


As ſoon's I fan! I yet was livin,”. | 
I rais'd my een, wi“ doolfu? grieving, 
Gude fegs! I wiſh Vd yet been weavin'; 
For deed I doubt, 
Sae deep m ea an” wedg' d ſae ſtive in, 
I'll ne er win out. 


But out at laſt I maunt to peel, 

Far mair than e' er I thought atweel, 

Roun for my Pack I ſtraight did feel, 
But deꝰ il. be. licket 

I fan' or ſaw. quo I, farewel, 

For death I'm pricket. 


This is the laſt, the ſnelleſt lick 
That I'll e'er get frae fortune's ſtick ; | 
Now ſhe may lift a ſtane, or brick, 
An' break my back, 
Since her an' Cloots has plann'd this trick 
To ſteal * Pack! 


« 226 
To keep you, „ Sie; nae mair uneaſy; 


JI tell you what, may-hap; will pleaſe ys ; WIG 


I gat my Pack, duo n Pſe Heeze ye. 
Firae out the ae 
Nae deli in a' the pit fal ſeize ye; 
| Till I'm aa —— 


But I maun ſtop, for dull an' dozin?, 


The glimmerin' wintry e'ening flows 55 
The ſhort-liv'd' day his reign is loſin 


The ſcene to ſhift, | 
An' N atures winnock-brods are doin? 
Aero the lift. 


Fifeſh 
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A Wh——e @ pitfal, and a Beold's a rod, 
An honeſt Wir @. noble work of C. 


LEAN dead an- gane—beneath this ſtane 

Aul' Janet lies, o Torry *, 
Life warm'd her blude, an” hale ſhe ſtood 
Till time car her right hoary. | 


Weel lo'ed by a', ſhe gaed fu braw, 
Clean, ſnod an* wondrous gawley ; 

A ſonſier dame, or ſappier wame, 
Ne'er hotcht alangſt the cawſey. 


Her blythſome bield, to ilka chield 
| Wha bare 4 P ack, was fenuys : 


* Torryburn, a mall coaſt town at the weſtern extremity of 
Fifeſhire. | 
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Whare ſafe an' ſoun, they might lie downy 
”= riſe an Pay their an, 5 a 
IT... 
Till ſpitefu' doath clos'd up her breath, 
An' a' our daffin hum' elt; 
For, thro? the head, he ſhot her dead, 


An“ down 888 Janet tum et. 


* 


ve Pedlars now, 0 mournfu' v view ! 5 
This ſtane rear'd by a brither, - 

And as ye paſs, greet owre the graſs ' 
That co'ers your auld kind 8 


For me (O deer! the waefy' tear 
Starts at the diſmal ſtory y 
PII gar ilk vale fad echoing wall. 
— e 


10 MR. W991. M, 


Porin' wi? ſharp inſpection, 
or, in a freak, wi' Laſſes bonny, 
Skip round in ſupple action; 3 ; 
Or maybe wi' a boſom crony, | 
Kick up a funny faction, 
Accept this as a teſtimony 
Of my ſincere affection ee 
Bars Iu this * | 
In fat, my friew, 1 I wid 1 hae writ, 
Lang ere this time wr pleaſure, 
But ſomething touch'd aye on my fit, 
An' bade me tak? my leifure. | 
G g 


HILE ye 0 on we weaver's —_— 
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Yon Callan's fic a pawky wit, 
Gif he but mak a ſeizure 

O' ae daft word, yell get a ſkit 
wil ring your head as bees war 


In't, thick this day. 


Sae aft the pen I laid aſide, 

Wi' this bugbear reflection, 
As aft my heart wad fairly chide 
Me for the harſh objection; 

Till juſt the day, within 1 ſtaid, 
And band wi” baul affection, 
Tho? ye ſud cut an' ga' my hide 

wr critical diſſection, 1 | 
rd write this day. 


Sae paper, pen, an' ink I 9 
An' down to wark I ſet me, 
And ſoon a lengthen'd ſang I wrote, 
For mirth the lines did mete me. 
I ſey'd anes to caſt off my coat, ay 
The thoughts o't had ſae het me, 
But, as my brain was on the trot, 
The hurry wadna let me 
Tak time this day. 


| ( 231 ) 
Aweel, whane'er I got it doon, 
I took a canny view o 't, 
Where notes raiſe towrinꝰ to the moon, 
That, troth, I ſcarcely knew 1 it. 
"Twas ſet to fic a {kirlin* tune, 
I heartily did rue it, 
And leaſt ye ſud &'en laugh owre ſoon, 
Daſh i' the fire I threw it 
| wo rage that day. 


Yet Rill reſolv'd ae to ew, , 
I didna ſtan” to ſwither, | 

But duket i'the ink my pen, 
An' ſo began anither. 

Nae Poetry, but juſt the ken 
O' Scotland, my auld mither, 

In hopes I wadaa you offen', _ 


By jinglin” it thegither | 
In rhime this _ 


Ye ken ye ſang auld Harry 8 8. 
An' deed it was e'en curious, 
Whan at the fire he hunker't late, 

An' croon'd a Prayer ſpurious ; 
As, * L—d, ſen” us aye garſe an? 5 
Till ance thou ſkin an' bury us; 


( 232 ) 


gyne turn'd his fiſh, or ſent a fklats kewb Te 
Out thro? the winnock, furious, 
At chiels, that night. Al 

Ine' er couꝰd gab 8 pert, Tm L M. 


An' flatterin phraſing gi'e you, 
An' laugh, an ſing, an' crack ſac ſmart, 
Syne wi' dame Fortune lea? you. 


But cou'd you keek into this heart, Ne 
That jumps aye when I ſee you, N e 7 
Ye'd ſinꝰ a ſaul could gladly part 7 oY Ay 
Its hinmaiſt bannock wi! ye a 

On ony day. e W 
Blyth wad I be to ſhake your han' , 8 Ar 


Gif matters wad allow me, - 
But Fortune's ta'en a ſlippery ſtan”, 
An' leuks right ſullen to me. 


Yet aftentimes the morning's dawn, EE La 
Hangs cloudy, dull and gloomy, | 
Till Sol diſpels the miſty ban”, e Ar 
Ar ſhines bright, warm an' roomy, _ 

5 A bonny day. 2 992 "= Ar 

My compliments I hope ye'll gi'e = £ Ti] 


To garrulous Rab Gy; 7 p 


(. 333 ) 
Tell him, I truſt he bears the gree, 
Aye dadlin' poor an' hearty ; 
Altho? I fear the barley bree, 
An' roving blades ſae quirt/, 
May gar him ſpread his wings an' flee, 
An' lea als neſt ys dirty, 


Like mae yon day. 


Now ges yer hand, and ere. ye. wel, 
Kind, honeſt-hearted Willy?! 

Aye whan I meet a canty chiel, 
It minds me o the billy, 

Wha aften us'd, wi' heart fu' leel, 
To ſhew his wond'rous ſkillie, 

An' made our vera hearts to reel, 
Nn owre a pint or gillie, 

255 For j joy that day. 


Lang may thou weather't out. an“ in, 
Without à drog or plaiſter, 
An' may thou tune the violin, 
Aye ſweeter an? aye faſter; 
An' ſwell an' fink the notes ſae keen, 
Wi' gracefu' air an* geſture, 
Till An'rew lift his hands an' een, 
An' own that Will's his maſter, 
By night or day. 
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TO THE CURIOUS ' 


FHAT Samſon embrac'd, when reven ge for his 
eyes, | 
Provok'd the hu geWarrior to tumble 4. * 


What oft, throꝰ the 8 from ſome ruin'd church 


_ cries, | 
Harſh-voic'd as a native of Fluto's pale regions 3 ; 


The Female whoſe folly all mankind impeach, 
That e'er ſhe was form'd to embitter 5 
The little emphatical main - ſpring of Speech, 
Whoſe pleaſure 1 is toil, and whoſe eaſe is employ- 


ment; 3 


Pick out the initials of each of their names, 


Ada his who defroy d, and then bow'd down to 


Witches; 
Which done, a known title your notice then chims, 
Of a parcel of poor, inſignificant wretches, 


p * 
— 
0 


| T o MR. W. „„ M... 


EAR willy, now T've ta'en the pen, 
Wi' lightſome heart, to * you _ 
I'm livin” yet and weel; 
Tho? cuft and dauded gayan fair, 
Since laſt I left that luckleſs A—, 
Thro' mony a moor an' fie. 
Misfortunes, on ilk ithers backs, 

Come roaring whyles aroun' me; 
For comfort to the blue I rax, | 
Or ablins they might drown me, 

What ſights, man, what frights, man, 
Are Pedlar's doom'd to thole, 

Aye chaunerin an daunerin 

In eager ſearch for cole f. 


t Acant word for money. 
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” let us ceaſe this heartleſs ſang, 
„ gin ye binna unco thrang, 
; 6 here lay down my pack, 
Tho” miles in ſeores atween us lie, 
An' hills an' ſeas, yet haith we'll try 
Out owre them a' to crack. 
Dame Fortune, thou may hing thy brow, 
An' girn wi' threat” ninꝰ een; 4 
E carena a' thy ſpite, ſince now, 
At laſt, I've fun a frienꝰ. 
Let ro owre treaſures 
O' goud an' filler croon; 
A bleſſing like this ane | 
Gangs never, never doon. _ 


While youth and health inſpires our blood, 

In innocent and ſprightly mood, 
We'll cheat the cares of life; on 

By friendſhip ſowthert into ane, | 


We'll be as firm, as ſtark again 7 
I 0 ſtan' the warly ſtrife; 9 | 
An' when flee Love's endearing dart 85 
Inflames our glowan veins, _ 
We'll thowe the bonny Laſſes heart 11 | b 


In ſaft complaining ſtrains ; 


„ 
Nae ſorrows, before us, 
Sal drive us to deſpair, 
Tho carefu?, yet chearfu* 
we'll hag the "RE bal. 


But i, aus! it F eier 
A flaw in friendſhip ſhou'd appear, 
Thro' Paſſion, or miſtake, 
Oh! never, never let us part, 
WY hate or envy in our heart, 
Curſt, baſe revenge to taxe; 

But ſtrive, wi' kind relenting ſpecch, 
Upo' the vera ſpot, 
To men' the mournfu luckleſs breach, 
An' firm the flacken'd knot; 
Then langer, an' ſtranger, 

Our friendſhip ſhall remain, 
Aye dowin, an' glowin, 
Without a crack or ſtain. 


An' when frail eild (if e er we ſee 7 
Sal gi'e us ſtilts inſtead o' feet, 
An' ſhake our hingan pows, 
We'll hotch awa' wi' friendly grane, 
And ſoſs down on yon ſinny ſtane, 


Amang the brœomy knows; 
| H h 


( 2338 ) 
An' un, s our hechs, an' heys are by, 
An' baith our rungs laid down, 


An' we twa ſtreekit, beekin lic Fo r 
Auld, runkly-fac'd an' brown, 
The ſporting, the courting, 1 2 
We had, when we war young, | 
An' wonders, in hunders, _ is Rb T 
Sal gallop frae our tongue. 
1 ) 
Perhaps Rab G y's auld gray pate, 
Of dark unfathom'd ſenſe the ſeat, 
May j join the ſocial gab; . 
Nae common ſtilt maun fill his nieve, 
But, by his honour's ſize an' leave, M 
Pd here propoſe a ſtab, St 


His vera height, an' on the hilt, 
A gawſy maſon's mell, : 


To puzzle fouk, whilk is the Rilt, Ve 

Or whilk is Rab himſel, = 
The Carle, I'm ſure he'll 

No hae his tale to ſeek, He 

Aye puffin, or ſtuffin, 3 


Wi' ugſome chews, his cheek. | 


An epitaph I ance had math; 
Jo put on Rab, whan he was dead, 


(239) 
But war' t to do again, 
His pardon begging, for fic fun, | 
This motto I'd hae neatly done, 
Upon the waefu' ſtane: 


« Here lies a corpſe, that ance cou'd ſay, \ 


(What ſeldom carcaſe can) 
Tho! here I rot, pale ſtinking clay, 
I ance contain'd a man, 
Sae ſtern ey'd, fac learned, 


That Death's arm ſwitherin- hung, = 


Till chance by, he lanc'd my 
Hale ſaul frac out my 8 


My frien', tho? e FER ſlut! 
Still holds you in a toilſome hut, 
Yet, if I don't miſtake, 

Your modeſt merit will you raiſe, 
An' fortune ſmile yet in your face, 
Your tuneful pow'rs to wake. 
How often hae I at yer feet, 
In deepeſt ſilence lain, 


* 


While from the ſtrings, harmonious ſweet, 


You ſent the warbling ſtrain; 
Ev'n now man, I vow man, 
I think I hear you ſinging, 
The ferly, ſae rarely, 
Sets baith my lugs a ringing. 
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Adieu, my kind, my wordy chield; 
Lang may ye hae a cozie bield 

To ſcreen frae winter's cauld ; 
May time yet ſee you wi' a wame, 
As fat ass ſonſy dame, 

Till thretty year thrice tauld ; 
An' gin we live to ſee that date, 

As, fegs, I hope we will, 
Tho? ye, to gang, hae tint the gate, 

Yet we ſal hae a gill. 

Fu' cheary, I'll rear ye, 


And *neath my burden bend, 
And ſhow fouk, without joke, 


What its to hae a friend. 


8 
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ASTATIONE R, 
1 5 
WITH AN EMPTY INK-GLASS. 


A Preſent perhaps yell conclude this to be, 
But open't and keek down the brink— 
Surpris'd ye're nae doubt at a meſſage ſae wee, 

A dorty bit bottlie for ink. 
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Yet ſma* tho? it ſeem, tis a manifeſt truth, 
That Caſtles frac out o't hae riſen, 
An' claughins, an' mountains, maun ſtart frae its 
mouth, 
An' Critics in mony a ſtern dozen. 
Then ſince ſic a terrible ſquad's to be drawn, 
Siccan thrangs o* corruption an' evil; 
Let the liquor, gude Sir, that ye ſenꝰ owre the lawn, 
Be as ſmooth, an' as blygk as the dl. 
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Spring returns, but youth no mor . 
. ANON. 
T OUD roaring Winter now is o'er, 
And Spring returns with fragrance ſweet ; 
The Bee ſips nectar from each flow'r, I 
And. friſking lambs on hillocks bleat ; 


The little birds chant on each bou gh, 
And warbling Larks, aſcending, ſing, 

Chearful, amid the ſun's bright glow, 
They ſweep around with ſportive wing. 


U 


How pleaſant, now, abroad to rove, 
To view the fruit- trees as they bloom; 


80 pull the flow'rs that deck each grove, 


Or wander thro? the yellow broom. 


Yet midft the pleaſures we enjoy, 
What painful cares haraſs our breaſt, 


St: 


Ne 
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Ah ! were we freed from this annoy, 
How peaceful calm our minds would reſt. 


The ſhady bow'rs, the waving woods, 

With ſeeming joy we may explore; 

Stand liſt'ning to the falling floods, 
Vet ſtill that weight increaſeth more. 1 
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Oh! when will come that happy day, 5 
When all- perplexing care will fly? _ 
Neer till we paſs the narrow way, 


And dart triumphant thro? the iky. 
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In ſolemn ſtate has hung ; 
Lone now the diſtant murm'ring flood, 


And lone the thicket, grove and wood, 


Where warblers lately ſung. 


The diſtant town, behind yon ſteep, 

Now filent lies, and ſunk in fleep, 
Dark, ſolitary, ſad; 

No voice, no ſound can reach my ear, 

Save ſhepherd's dogs who haply hear 
The Midnight traveller's tread. 


Amid this calm, this ſilence deep, 
I wander forth to ſigh, to weep, 
And breathe my hopeleſs flame, 


Tow Night, her ſtar- enamell'd robe, 
O'er half the dreary darken'd globe, 


Fo: 


Tri 


5 245 * 
To rocks and woods I ſtill complain, 
To woods and rocks, alas! in vain 
I ſigh Matilda's name. 


O Love! thou dear, diſtracting bliſs, 

Aſſiſt my boſom to expreſs | 

| Thoſe pains, thoſe joys I feel; 

Joy, that enraptures while I gaze, 

And pain, that tortures, while the blaze 
Of love 1 ay conceal. | 


Sweet is her forttt, Het features tricks, 
And bright the crimſon of her cheek 

| Beyond the roſes glow. 

| Hers is the heart, with ſoftneſs bleſt, 


And hers each worth that warms the breaft 


Of innocence below. 


But, ah! for ever we muſt part! 
Forget her then, thou throbbing heart, 
Nor idly thus complain. 
Truth, prudence, reaſon, all can teach 
That, Happineſs, which mocks our reach, 
But aggravates our pain. 
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— Dreadful attempt ! / 4 | | 5 4 b 
Jul a from ſelf: laughter, in a rage 5 
To ruſh into the preſence of our Fudge ; We 
As if we challeng*d him to do his worſt, 


And matter'd not his wrath-— . 6 
| |  BLair, 


E hapleſs ſons of mis'ry and of woe, 
Whoſe days are ſpent with — 
care, | 
Who ſeem the ſport of ruthleſs fate i, 
Still lab'ring hard, and ſtill, as winter, bare; 
Tho' rough the path, tho' weighty be the ſhare A 
Of nameleſs ills, that preſs you ever down ; 
Oh! never, never yield to dire deſpair, : 
Or think your griefs intolerable grown: 
Each has his ſecret load, and each muſt feel his own. 


( 247 ) 

i 
Is pale Diſeaſe, is Poverty your lot? 
Or, are you doom'd to ſome obſcure employ ? _ 
Does mankind rate your merits by your coat ; 
Or burns your breaſt by Love's diſtracting Boy? 
Yet ſtill reflect what bleſſings you enjoy; 
| Returning Health again may fluſh your face, 
Glad Plenty ſmile—your toils forget to cloy, 


And Celia bluſh amid your chaſte embrace, 
Then men ſhall fee you deck d with n worth and 
TY | ee 5 
1 . 

Be wiſely oo and brave the adverſe ſtorm ; 
Let Hope to happier times direct your fight ; 
Tho? mis'ries ſtare, in many a threat'ning form, 
Hope ſlacks their jaws, and mitigates their bite: 
And tho? the preſent ſcene be black as night, 
Truſt me, your hopes ſhall not be long in vain; 
For oft, tho? Pain put Pleaſure to the flight, 
Yet Pleaſure ſtill dethrones the tyrant Pain, 
And ſoothes the weary ſoul to d and joy again. 


IV. 


Unhappy they whoſe each returning morn 
Is fil'd with ſad complaints and curſes dire; 


* 


( 
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Fate ever frowns, and Rill they are forlorn, 

If each thing move not with their wild deſire. 
'Gainſt righteous Heav' n, with furious looks of fire, 
They rave, blaſpheme, and roll in blackeſt ſin, 

Till driv'n by mad deſpair and hopeleſs ire, 
To poiſon, dagger, or th' engulphing lin, 
Unworthy heav'n or earth, hell yawns to take them in. 


: * 
V 
„ 


Lone Night had lull'd the drouſy world aſleep, 
And cloudy darkneſs wrapt the midnight ſky, 
Scarce thro? the gloom the ſtars were ſeen to peep, 
This moment bright, then muffled from the eye; 
The diſtant Bittern's ſolemn ſounding Ys... 
The breeze, that ſigh'd along the ruſtling x grove, 
The haſty, brook, that ceaſeleſs murmur'd 8 
Compos'd my thought, as forth I went to rove, 
To ſing Matilda's charms, and mourn my hopeleſs love. 
As near a thicket's ſhade I penſive ſtood, 
The black trees waving ſolemnly around, 
Sudden I heard a ruſhing thro? the wood, 
And near me paſs'd, along the dew-wet ground, 
A human form; its head with white was bound, 


While looſe its ruffled hair flew in the breeze; 3 
A dagger faſt it graſp'd; and, at each ſound, 
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Would ſtart, znd ſtop, then glide among the trees, 
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Deep thro? the turnings of a darkſome vale, 
Where blaſted trunks . from th impending 
fy © 
Where oft was heard the Obs wild dreary wail, 
Its courſe I follow 'd, wrapt in filence deep. 8 
At length it paus'd, fear thro! my frame did creep, 
While Rill I look'd, and ſoftly ſtealing near, 
Heard mournful groans, as if it ſeem'd to weep, 
And intervening ſighs, and moanings drear, 

Till thro” the Night's fad gloom theſe words broke on 
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VIII. 


* 36 Curſt be the hour that to exiſtence brought | 
Me, wretched me! to war with endleſs woe! 


Curſt be the wretch ! and curſt the barb'rous 
thought 


That bade me ftretch the bleeding beauty low ! 
Still from her breaſt the purple torrents flow ; 
Still, ſtill T hear her loud for mercy Crave— 

| See!—hark ; ſhe groans, alas! ſome pity ſhew ! 


5 @ 250 
For love, for heav'n! for why fake! oh fave! * 
Noz ſee her mangled corſe floats o'er the W N 
WAaVEe 0 * | 


of IX. : 
* O earth! O darkneſs! hide her from my aht: 2 
Shall hell, ſhall furies rack me ere I die? 
No, this ſhall fink me in eternal night, 
To meet thoſe torments that I ne' er can fly. 
 * Ye yelling fiends! that now around me be, 
Exult and triumph in th' accurſed deed; 
Soon in your flaming gulphs ye ſhall me ſpy, 
Deſpair ! attend, the gloomy way to lead; 
"1 For what I now endure no hell can &er exceed.” 
b He ſaid; and, gazing farioully wana, 
Plung'd in his heart the dagger's deadly blade; 
Deep, deep he groan'd ; and, reeling to the 1 
I ruſh'd to reſcue thro? thꝰ entangling ſhade ; 
1 Flat on the moſſy ſod I found him laid, | 
il And oft I call'd, and wept, and trembld ſore; 
1 | But life was ed—too late all human aid: 
And while his graſp the ſhining dagger bore, 
His lifeleſs head lay ſunk in blood and clotted gore. 
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ATTEMPTED IN, ENGLISH VERSE. | 
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Z LONG the front of his high-walld abode? 
4 Deep · wrapt in thought, the ſtately Hero ſtrode, 
Thro' his bold breaſt revolving thoſe alarms 


$ Thit oft had rous'd and ruſh'd him on to arms ;. 


The battle of Largs was fought on the iſt of Auguſt, 1263, 
between Alexander the ITI. king of Scotland and Haquin the V. 
king of Norway, in their contention for the Northern and Weſtern. / 
Iſles. Haquin had already redueed Bute and Arran; and making 

a deſcent with 20,000 men on the continent, was encountered and 
_ defeated by the Scots army at Largs in Ayrſhire ; upon which he 
retreated to his ſhips, and his fleet being diſſipated, and in part 
deſtroyed by a tempeſt, he returned to the Orkneys, from whence 
he had made the deſcent, and there, after a few days illneſs, ex- 


i 
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That thro lon g ſeventy years would ſcarce allow 
Seven years of peace, to calm his aged brow. 
In times he liv'd, when Britons breach of faith - 
Fill'd Scotia's plains with tumult and with death; 
Nor fail'd his ſword, ſtill to their coſt to ſhow, 
He ſtood their deadly, their determin'd foe. 


High on a hill's ſteep top his Caſtle ſtood, 


The ſpiry turrets tow'ring thro” the ſky ; 
The glittering halls, that caught the diſtant eye, | 
The wall's huge ſtrength, that war could ne'er annoy, 


For oft, when night her murky ſhades o'ercaſt, 

And laſh'd the rain, and roar'd the howling blaſt, 
The wand'ring Knight here found a welcome home, 
Forgot his woes, and bleſt the friendly dome. 


And kind and courteous his endearing dame. 
Peerleſs ſhe ſhone, for chaſtity and charms, 
When fav'ring Fate firft gave her to his arms. 
Round all our ſea- beat coaſts no fair was ſeen 

To vie with her, fave Emergard the Queen. . 
Full thirtcen ſons their nuptial bleſſings crown'd, 
All heroes ſtout, for ſtrength of arm renown'd ; 


Hung round with rocks,that frown'd above the wood, 


Foes view'd with terror, but each friend with joy ; 1 


Bold was the Chief, brave HARD VRN UR his name, 1 
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| Rear'd to the field, how did their boſoms glow, 
Thro? war's loud uproar, to purſue the foe ; 

Till arm'd with death, and raging o'er the plain, 
Nine nobly ſunk amid th' illuſtrious ſlain. 
Four ſtill remain—long may they fearleſs wield 

The burniſh'd ſword, and ſhake the glitt'ring ſhield. 
And fince their names, from ſhore to ſhore extend, 


Since high their might, and mighty their command, 


Still may their courage prove their bright reward, 
Their ſov'reign's glory, and their country's guard. 


Tho? warlike deeds employ'd their youthful care, 
Great was the love they bore to Fairly Fair. 
Their ſiſter ſhe; all ſoftneſs, all delight; 
Mild as the morn, and beautifut as light. 
Her girdle, circling round her {lender waiſt, 
| Reveal'd a ſhape with fair proportion bleſt. 
| Adown her breaſt the golden ringlets ſtray'd, 
And ev'ry grace adorn'd the blooming maid. 
But, ah! what griefs her fatal beauty bred! 
What ſtreams of tears have for theſe charms been ſhed, 
To young and old, to ev'ry friend unbleſs'd, 
And fad, as hiſt'ry's page has &er expreſs d. | 


Bright fammer.now roll'd on in ſplendid blaze, 
And o'er the fields diffus'd his genial rays, | 
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When Norway's King, ſtern, inſolent, and vain, 
Proud of his pow'r, and haughty with diſdain, 


Reach'd Scotia's ſhores, with many a hardy knight, 


Reſolv'd for war, and burning for the fight, 


The rumour ſpreading wide on wings of fame, 
Soon to our Sov'reign's ear the tidings came, | 
As round the ſumpt'ous board, in regal ſtate, 
With noble Chiefs, in brave array, he fat, 

Circling, in glitt'ring cups, the wines? deep red, 
Red as the blood theſe heroes oft had ſhed, 

“ To horſe, to horſe, my royal Liege! to horſe! 
Your daring foes, led by th” inſulting Norſe, _ 
Croud all the ſtrand, full twenty thouſand ſtrong, 
Pointing their ſpears, in many a warlike throng.” 
e Bring me my Mage, my dapple gray, in haſte,” 
Exclaim'd our King, while ſtarting from the feaſt, 
& A ſtecd more truſty, *gainſt attacks more ſteel'd, 
Ne'er bore Scot's Chief, or Monarch, to the field. 
And go, my Page, tell HazpyxNuTE, our prop, 
Whoſe caſtle crowns yon rugged mountain's top, 
To draw: his ſword, that ſword foes dread to ſee, 
Call up his men, and haſte and follow me.” 


| Swift flew the little Page, fleet as the dart 
Flung from an arm to pierce ſome warrior's heart, 
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Till reach'd the ancient Dome's ſurrounding walls, 


Loud from the gate thus to the Chief he calls: 
* Come down, great HARDYKNUTE! *tis WAR Wenn 
Come down, my Lord, aſſiſt your injur'd king.“ 


Fierce roſe the warrior's ſoul—a fiery glow - 
 Oferſpread his cheeks, and dy'd his dark brown brow; 
And keen his looks, and ſtern his viſage grew, 

As ſtill they wont in dangers great to do. 

Looſe from his fide a glaſs-green horn he drew, 

And five ſhrill ſounds forth from its circle blew. 
Wild ſhook the woods, the ſtartled herds ſtood ſtill, 
And the loud echoes rang around each hill. 


When in a vale, faint on the breezes borne, 

They heard their father's war arouſing horn. 

« "That Horn,” they ſolemn faid, ne er ſounds in 
„ 

Some nobler deeds demand our ſports to GET 

Then up the hill they ſped, with hoſtile fire, 


in manly ſport his ſons had ſpent the morn, 5 


Ruſh'd thro? the gate, and join'd their warlike fire. - 


The hoary Chief ſurvey'd each dauntleſs face, 
And thus addreſs'd, with majeſty and grace, 

“ Laſt night, my ſons, I hop'd that free from ſtrife, 
In peace and reft I'd cloſe my eve of lite. 
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Well might my age this weary arm acquit 
From martial feats, for years like yours more fit, 
But now, ſince Norſe, in haughty fury boaſts - 
'T* enſlave our land, and dares t' inſult our coaſts, 
Fame ne'er ſhall ſay, that HazpyxnuTE, at call, 
Fer e's to bght, or glorioully 1 to fall, 


* Robin of Rothfay, bend thy truſty 5 

Unerring ſtill thy whiſtling arrows go 

Full many a daring eye, and viſage gay, 

They've ſhut in death, and chang'd to paleſt clay. 

Bold Thomas, take thy lance, no weapon more 

Thy arm requires to {well the tide of gore. 

If thro! the ranks its fury thou diſplay, 

As on that great, that memorable day, nfs 
When Weſtmoreland's fierce heir thy rage did Pew 
And, trembling, own'd the terrors of thy ſteel. 

Malcolm, diſpatch ! thy path thou canſt purſue, 

Swift as the Stag, that flies the foreſt through, | 


My fearleſs forces, ſummon to the field, O? 
Three thouſand men, well train'd to ſword and ſhield, Ti] 
Bring me my Courſer, harneſſing and blade; A 
(With dauntleſs look the aged Hero faid) 8 Sti 
Knew foes the hand that bears it to the fight, Ar 
Soon would the boldeſt ſeek inglorious flight. * 
Farewell, my dame! for peerleſs good thou art; By 


Farewell! he ſaid, and preſt her to his heart; 
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To me more fair, in age, you now appear 
Than maids whoſe beauty oft hath reach'd my ear, 
My youngeſt ſon ſhall with you here remain 
To guard our tow'rs, and eaſe your anxious pain z 
Each night to ſhut the ſilver bolts, that keep 
Your painted rooms, and watch you while aſleep.” 
So ſpake the Chief, and, mounting, ſeiz'd the reins, 
While his broad army mov'd along the plains. _ 
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O' erwhelm'd with grief, and fad foreboding woe, 
Stood his fair ſpouſe, to ſee the Warrior go; | 
The guſhing tears, a melancholy ſcene! 
Bedew'd her comely cheeks and bodice green 

Faſt ſtreaming down, uncheck'd and unconfin'd ; 
Her filken cords, with glitt'ring filver twin'd, | 
And apron ſew'd with curious diceings rare, | 
The beauteous work of her own Fairly Fair. 
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Mean time his march th* undaunted chief purſued, 
O'er moors, and hills, thro? vales and many a wood, 
Till to a grove he came, where, near the way, 

A wounded Knight, in lonely ſorrow lay, | 
Stretch'd on the graſs, forlorn he ſeem'd and faint, 
And, moaning deep, thus pour'd his fad complaint: 
«© Here muſt I lie, alas! here muſt I die | 

By cruel treachery's falſe beguilin g eye. 
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Fool that I'was, a woman to believe, 
Whoſe ate ſmiles were md but to deceive.” 


/ 


Him enen een thus „red, 
(For pity ſtill found ſhelter in his breaſt?ꝰ 
Ah, hapleſs Knight! were you my hall within, 
On ſofteſt ſilk your weary head to lean, / 5 
My Lady's care would ſoothe that piteous moan; 
For deadly hate was ſtill to her unknown; 

With kind regard ſhe'd watch you all the day, 


Her maids thro* midnight would your grief allay, 


And Fairly Fair, with ſoft endearing art, 


If Delight your eye, and chear your drooping heart. - 


Ariſe, young Knight, and mount your ſtately ſeed, 
The beauteous day beams bright o'er hill and mead. 
Chuſe whom you pleaſe, from midſt my faithful train, 
To guide your ſteps along the pathleſs plain.” 
With languid look, and cheeks in ſorrow dy'd, 

The wounded Knight thus mournfully reply'd : | 

c Kind, generous Chieftain ! your intent purſue, 
Here muſt I ſtay, here bid the world adieu. 
| To me no future day, however bright, 

Can Cer be ſweet, or fair the mildeſt night ; 

But ſoon, beneath ſome tree's cold dropping — 
My cares in death for ever r mall be laid.“ | 
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In vain he ſought to ſoothe the ſtranger's wall, 
With him nor tears, nor pleading cou'd prevail; 
With faireſt words brave HarovKNUTE to i 
And reaſon m ſtrove as in vain. 


Onward again bs march'd his hoſtile 2 
Far o'er Lord Chattan's wide extended land; 
When, fir'd by foes, to draw his deadly ſword, 
Immortal deeds fill mark'd that worthy lord. 
Of Pi&iſh race, by mother's ſide, he came, 
A race long glorious in the liſts of Fame, 
When Picts rul'd Caledon, and ſought his aid, 
Lord Chattan ſav'd their crown, and claim'd the 
OY maid. 


No ow, with his Haus and formidable wal; 

A hill he reach'd that overlook'd the plain, 
Where, wide encamped on the dale, for fight, 
Norſeꝰ glitt'ring army hugely lay in fight. 

ce Yonder, my valiant ſons! in haughty ſtate, 
Thoſe raging Robbers our arrival wait, 

On Scotia's old, unconquer'd plains to try 

With us their fate—be victors now or die! 
Implore that mighty Pow'r, with pious faith, 
Who on the Croſs redeem'd our ſouls from death, 
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Then bravely ſhew, amid the war's fierce flood, 
Your veins ſtill glow with Caledonian blood. 

He faid, and forth his ſhining broad-ſword drew, 
While thouſands round unſheath'd in glorious view 
Blaz'd to the ſun, a bright, refulgent throng, 


While loud, fromwing to wing, war horns reſounding 


Adown the hill, in martial pomp array'd, 
To meet his King, in haſte his march he made. 
"WEE. o * 8 — #* 89 80 
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& As the Author, formerly, propoſed to publiſh this Poem 
by itſelf, he only inſerts part of it here as a Spe- 


cimen of the whole, which he hopes, in a ſhort time, 


' to preſent to the public. 
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MIDNIGHT ADVENTURE. 
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Sudden he ſtarts, and hears, or thinks he hears 
The ſound of ſomething purring at his heels 


5 | BLAIR, 


AN toils a Pilgrim through this weary wild, 
This land of ſerpents, this abode of cares. 

And ah! what paſt, what future horrors dire, 
In grim ſucceſſion, art upon his view! 
Ills, that ſurvey'd by Fancy's ſtaring eye, 
Swell to a fize enormous, while the ſoul, 
O'ercome and fainting at their dread approach, 
Shrinks from herſelf—anticipates their pangs, 
And ſinks beneath i imaginary woes. 


Thrice happy he! beyond . bleſt ! 
Who though by fate condemn'd to ceaſeleſs toils, 
Beneath hard Fortune's bleak inclement ſky, 
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Feels but this moment's pain! And tho? he ſees. 
Advancing clouds of ills, yet ſtill enjoys . 
The preſent ſunſhine ; hopeful that the. ſtorm, | 
'Tho' hung in blackeſt frowns, may ſoon diſperſe, 
Or roll, unbroken, o'er his peaceful head. 8 


Late through a far extended lonely moor | 
(Whoſe gloomy ſides, and dark receſles, oft 

Had prov'd the haunt of midnight ruffians fierce) , 
Old Ralph, benighted, trod. A Pedlar he, 

Of honeſt fame ; unlike thoſe ragged ſwarms, 
That ceaſeleſs pouring from a neighb'ring iſle, 

On Scotia's ſhores intrude with baggage, baſe _ 
And undeferving as the backs that bear them: 
But ſober he and grave, and large the load 

That lay unwieldy on his ſhoulders wide, 


And ſtoop'd him half to earth. A Goat's rough n ö : 


Inwrapt the coſtly ſtores. Sciflars and combs, 
And knives, and laces long; ſharp-pointcd awls, 
And pins, arrang'd 3 in many a glitt'ring row, 


Strong Shetland hoſe, and woollen night- caps warm; 


Claſps, bonnets, razors, ſpectacles and rings, 

With nameleſs more, that here the Muſe forbears 
To crowd into her ſtrain. But what avail'd 
This world of wealth? That fail'd alas! to purchaſe 
A bed of ſtraw, for its neglected owner. 
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| From farm to PORE from cot to cot he ſtrays, 
Imploring ſhelter from th? approaching night, 


And black ſuſpended ſtorm. Full oft he vow'd to leave 


Whole rows of pins, nor crave one ſcanty meal. 


Vain were his vows, and fad he trudg'd, till night, 


| Deſcending dreary o'er the darkening waſte, 
| Conceal'd each human dwelling from his _ 


Nor ought af ſound aſſail'd his liſt'ning ear, 
Save the wild ſhrieks of moor-cock from the hill; 


Or breeze that whiſtled I o'er the heath. 


The dreadful tales of Robbers Wed deeds, 
That oft had fwel'd his theme, while nightly ſtretch'd 


Beſide the li ning Peaſant's blazing hearth, 
Now crowded on his mind in all their rage 

Of piſtols, purſes, ſtand! deliver! death! 
Trembling he ſtumbled on, and ever rolled 
His jealous eyes around. Each waving ſhrub 
DoubPd his fears, till, horrible to thought ! 
The ſound of haſty ſteps alarm'd his ear, 

Faſt hurrying up behind. Sudden he ſtopt, 
And ſtooping, could diſcern, with terror ſtruck, 
Between him and the welkin's ſcanty light, 

A black gigantic form of human ſhape, 
And formidably arm'd. Ah! who can tell | 
The horrors dread, that at this inſtant {truck 
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A 
Nalph's frozen frame. His few gray rev'rend hairs 
Roſe briſtling up, and, from his aged ſcalp, 
Up-bore th' affrighted bonnet. Down. he dropt 
Beneath th' oppreſſive load, but gath'ring ſoon 
A little ſtrength, in deſperation crawl'd 


To reach ſome neighb'ring ſhrubs concealing ſhade. 


80 1. the hurrying Crab, when ada: 
Uprear th* incumbent ſtone, and bare expoſe 
Himſelf and haunt unto the open day. | 


Approaching nearer to the buſhes* gloom, 
Along the heath, upon his breaſt, he ſtole, 
With arms expanded, graſping for his hold: 
As when to gain ſome Herb's inviting leaf, 
The wary ſnail, ſupporting her own ſhell, 
And ſtretching forth her horns, with ſearching care. 
Moves cautious on. Mean time, ſcarce had he reach'd 
Th' o'erhanging furze, when to his ſtartled view 
The ſtalking form advanc'd. Huge, huge it ſeem'd, 
And in its brawny graſp held ſomething black; 
A bloody ſword, no doubt, of dreadful ſize. 
Before the gloomy ſpot where Ralphus lay, | 
Frowning it ſtood ; and look'd, and ſtood, and look'd; 
And look*d, and Rood |—— —— | 
As if it ſought but one a glance 
To thunder through his heart the deadly ſhot. 


| ( '26 5 . 95 + 
With horror petrify'd the Pedlar lay, i 
Squat on the heath, and ſhook thro! every nerve, 
Till nature' giving way, with one deep groan, © 
At once his ſenſes funk into a ſwoon. 
Happy for Ralph; I ween, that at this time 
The ſoul deſerted her endanger'd clay, 
Ere mighty cries for mercy had reveal'd 
"fl The ſpot he held, and forc'd him to reſign, | : 
His purſe, his budget, or his precious life. te. 
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| How long he lay entranc'd can ne'er be told 
By human tongue; yet this we know, that life 
Again reviſited his wan, cold corpſe, 
And trembled on his lip. The purple tide 
Reſum'd its wonted courſe, and to the night 
Again he op'd his weary, languid eyes, 
While Recollection, ſettling on her throne, 
Inform'd him where he was. Around he threw 
is fearful look upon the dreary waſte, 

Where nought was ſeen to ſtir except the bent, 
That idly bended to the ſighing blaſt, 

While ſafe, and reſting on his bruiſed back, : 
The bulky budget preſs'd him to the earth. | 
“ Good heav'n be prais'd!” with lifted eyes he ſaid, a 
That here my budget lies, and I am ſafe !? 
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So ſaid, he roſe, but with him alſo roſe e 


. 
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Some doubts about his aety Oer the "OY 
With throbbing breaſt, he bent his pathleſs way, 
And long he trod, and oft he gaz'd around, 
For ſome kind hut to ſhield him from the _ | 
At length, deſcending a rough, rocky ſteep, 
A glimmering light, from ſome lone cottage near, 
Beam'd on his gladdenꝰd view. Soon to the door 
His way he found, and, entering, could perceive 
14A off aſſembled round the * hearth— 
Bent o'er the fire a hoary Ruſtic "SY | 

Wrinkled with age, and ſeem'd as if he'd been 
The laſt ſurvivor of the former age. | 
| Upon the floor, engag'd in ſportive play, 

Three prattling infants fat ; while, wrapt in peace, 
Their frugal motker ply'd the murm'ring wheel. 


| To her Ralph firaight apply'd, and wiſhing peace, 
Beſought the ſhelter of their humble roof, 5 


| To reſt till dawn of day his weary limbs, 
For far, far diſtant from each friend he ftray'd, 
And cold and dreary was the gloomy night. 


The jealous Matron for a while ſurvey'd 
His decent form, then, pointing to a cheſt, 


While kind Compaſſion melted in her eye— - 
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cc Ropils (ſhe faid) your load, and freely ſhare 5 


| | That * and ſhelter.we ourſelves * 7 


Py z 


Scarce had poor mne obey d, and 1 0 down, | 


To ponder penſive on the danger paſt,  , 
When-noiſe announc'd ſome wanderer at the door, 


Soft roſe the latck, and inſtant yſher'd in 


A feeble, ſhiv'ring, ſmall decrepid thing; 
One drooping hand ſuſtain'd the pond'rous Gooſe, 


. Whoſe level, burning baſis oft, alas! Ny 


Unpitying, ſcorches the gray wand'ring brood 
That, num'rous, lurk amid th' encloſing ſeams. 
A rod the other graſp'd that ſerv d to explore 
His darkſome path along the midnight mud, 


| Nor m__— to act a uſeful py by day 


A ſound of j joy r now + Guin the cottage roſe ; ; 
Fach laughing infant ran to meet its fire 
With ſhouts of joy. Aſide the Matron put 
Her well-worn wheel, and anxiouſly enquir'd „ 
From him the cauſe of his unuſual ſtay. | 


A fear-betokening, wild, expreſſive look 


He juſt return'd the partner of his cares, 


Ihen ſeating ſoftly in his rev'rend chair, 


With ſolemn voice, and ſighing thus began: : 
70 If ever Satan viſited this earth, 
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| This night, this dreadful night, I have him ſeen.” | 
Heav'n be our guide!” exclaim'd the trembling wife, 


The children erowded nearer to the hearth 
And while the hoary Swain ſtar'd in his face, 
The Mur Taylor thus his tale renew d. 


« Dark was the night ere thro' the ruſtling wood, 


Groping my way, I gain'd the level moor; 
There, as I trod along, methought1 heard 
Some rumbling noiſe before me on the heath, 
As ſtones confin'd within a coffin make. | 
Approaching nearer, plainly I beheld 

(If e'er theſe eyes were capable of ſight) 

A monſtrous rolling bulk, three times as large 
As any ox, that ever graz'd the hill; 

Within my view it kept, till vent” ring near, 
And ſtopping ſhort to gueſs what it might be, 
* two o deep groans it — from my ſight. 


ee Feeble as death I fled, and ſoon I reach'd 

The Cottage on the hill; but ere my tongue 
Could tell the ſad diſaſter, flat I fell 

For dead upon the floor. With much kind care 
They brought me back to lite, and theſe two hours 


There pale I fat, my vigour to regain. 
But never, never ſhall I cer diſpute 
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The dread exiſtence of thoſe wand'rin g fiends, 
This night theſe eyes have witneſſed ſuch horrors, 
As would have terrify'd, and put to flight 
The Prieſt himſelf, and boldeſt man on earth.” 


He ceas'd, and Ralph, with looks that ſparkl'd joy, 
Explain'd the myſtery dread. A burſt of mirth, 
In laughter loud, convuls'd their ev'ry nerve, 
Forth from his ſhaggy budget Ralphus drew, 

In gleeſome mood, his pipes; the ſwelling bag 
Awoke the warlike yell, and ſounding drone, 

The hoary ſwain fat ſmiling in his chair, 

Up ſprung the hoſt, and flung around the floor, 
The wondering yonkſters laugh'd to ſee their fire, 
And mirth and muſic echoed thro' the Cot. 
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| Tone, Her Sheep all in cluffters. 


. hs rugged rocks, that redine o'er the u. 
Ye breezes, that ſigh o'er the main, 
Here ſhelter me, under your cliffs, while I weeps 
And ceaſe, while ye hear me complain; 
For diſtant, alas ! from my native dear ſhores, 
And far from each friend now I be; 
And wide is the mercileſs ocean, that roars 
Between my Matilda and me. ; 
= a 
How bleſt were the times when together we ſtray'd, 
While Phoebe ſhone ſilent above; | 


Or lean'd by the border of Cartha's green ſide, 


And talk'd the whole evening of love; 


Around us all nature lay wrapt up in peace, 


Nor noiſe could our pleaſures annoy, 
SaveCartha's hoarſe brawling, convey'd by the breeze, 
That 8 us to love and to joy. 


It 


Bi 


Pa 


G2 
If haply ſome youth had his paſſion expreſt, 
And prais'd the bright charms of her face, 
What horrors, unceaſing, revolv'd thro* my breaſt, 
While ſighing I ſtole from the place. 1 
For where is the eye that could view her alone, 
The ear that could liſt to her ſtrain, 
Nor wiſh the adofable Nymph for his own, 
Nor double the pangs I ſuſtain ? 


Thou moon! that now brightens thoſe regions above, 
Ho oft haſt thou witneſs'd my bliis ! | 
While breathing my tender expreſſions of love, 
I ſeal'd each kind vow with a kifs. 
Ah! then, how I joy'd, while I gaz'd on her charms!” 
W bhat tranſports flew ſwift through my heart! 

I preſs'd the dear beautiful maid in my arms, 
Nor dream'd that be ever would part, 


But now from the dear, from the tendereſt maid, 
By Fortune unfeelingly torn ; I IS 
Midſt ſtrangers, who wonder to ſee me ſo ſad, 
In ſecret I wander forlorn ; 
And oft while drear midnight aſſembles her ſhades, 
And filence pours ſleep from her throne, i 
Pale, lonely, and penſive, I ſteal thro* the glades, 
And bh midſt the darkneſs my moan. 


NN 
In vain to the town I retreat for relief; 
In vain to the groves I complain ; 
Belles, coxcombs, and uproar, can ne er ſoothe my grief, 
And ſolitude nurſes my pain. 
Still abſent from her whom my boſom loves beſt, 
I languiſh in mis'ry and care; 
Her preſence could baniſh each woe from my bes. 
28 her abſence, alas! is deſpair. 


Ye FN rugged ks, that recline o'er the deep; 

| Ye breezes, that ſigh o'er the main; 

Oh! ſhelter me under your cliffs, while I weep, 

And ceaſe, while ye hear me complain. 

For diſtant, alas! from my native dear ſhores, 
And far from each friend now I be; 

And wide is the mercileſs ocean, that roars 
Between my Matilda and me, 
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».* Before the reader enter upon the following 


ſheets, I think it neceſſary to inform him, that, 
ſignifying, ſome time ago, to an intimate friend, 


an intention I had of traverſing the eaſtern parts 


of Scotland, he entreated me to keep a Journal, 


which, by way of amuſement, and to comply 
with his requeſt, I did, by committing to paper, 


each night, the moſt remarkable occurrences of 
the day, interſperſed with ſuch deſcriptions of the 
places, through which I paſſed, as the ſhortneſs 
of my ſtay would allow. On my return, a num- 


ber of acquaintances having examined the ſcroll, 


expreſſed their approbation « of it, and requeſted 
me to publiſh it along with the poetical pieces. 
With their ſolicitations I have now ventured to 
comply, in hopes that the peruſal of it may be 
a relaxation to the reader; and, while the no- 
velty of the incidents entertain, the truth of 
them may perhaps not be uninſtructive. 


10 U M — 


Edinburgb, Sept. 17, 1789. 


A S youth is the moſt favourable time to eſta- 
£ A. bliſh a man's good fortune in the world; and 
as his ſucceſs in life depends, in a great meaſure, on 
his prudent endeavours and unwearied perſever- 
ance, I have reſolved to make one bold puſh for 
the united intereſts of Pack and Poems. Nor can 
any one juſtly blame me for it, ſince experience 
has now convinced me, that the merit I am poſ- 
ſeſſed of (which is certainly conſiderable) might lie 


for ever buried in obſcurity, without ſuch an at- 
tempt. I have therefore fitted up a proper budget, 


conſiſting of ſilks, muſlins, prints, &c. &c. for the 
accommodation of thoſe good people who may 
prove my cuſtomers—a ſufficient quantity of Pro- 
poſals for my poetical friends ; and to prevent thoſe 
tedious harangues, which otherwiſe I would be o- 
bliged to deliver at every threſhold, I have, accord- 
ing to the cuſtom of the more polite pedlars, com- 
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mitted the contents of my Pack to a' Hand-bill, © 


though in a ſtile ſomewhat remote from any I have 
, yet ſeen 5 | 3-0 4 | | 


Sept. 18. Departed from Edinburgh, deſigning 
to croſs over to Fifeſhire ; changed my reſolutions, 
and proceeded forward to Muſſelburgh, beneath a 
moſt oppreſſive load. Arrived at this place late in 
the evening. Muſſelburgh (ſo called from the vaſt 
quantities of muſſels . that are found along the 
ſhore) is a ſmall, though neat town, fix miles eaſt 


7 # 
o 


* ADVERTISEMENT. EXTRAORDINARY. = 
Fair Ladies, I pray for one moment to ſtay, 0 

Until, with ſubmiſſion, I tell you 3 
What Muſlins fo curious, for uſes fo various © | 

A Poet has here brought to ſell you. 80 


Here's Handkerchiefs charming. Book - muſlin like ermine, 
Brocaded; ſtripꝰd. corded, — check d: 

Sweet Venus, they ſay, on Cupid's birth day, 

Ia Britiſh made muſlins was deck'd. l 


If theſe can't content ye, here's Muſlins in plenty, 
From one ſhilling up to a dozen, 

That Juno might wear, and more beauteous appear, 
When ſhe means the old Thund'rer to oon. 


Here are fine Jacconets, of numberleſs ſets, 
With ſpotted and ſprigged Feſtoons ; 
And lovely Tambours, with elegant flow'rs, + 
For bonnets, cloaks, aprons, or gowns. 
Now, ye Fair, if ye chuſe any piece to peruſe, 
With pleaſure I'll inſtantly ſhow it; . 
If the Pedlar ſhould fail to be favour'd with ſale, 
Then I hope you'll encourage the Poet. ES 


* 
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from Edinburgh; ſtretgking along the krith of 


Forth, which; at this Place, may be ten or twelve 
miles broad; the ſtreets are wide and well paved; 


its inhabitants numerous, a great many of whom 


are butchers, which h appears by the numberleſs car- 


caſes of ſheep, calyes, cqws, &c. that are to be ſeen 
ſuſpended· in rows at almoſt every dodr. Edin- 
burgh is their market, to which, every morning, 


their ſtores are conveyedi This day ſaw ſeveral 


troopy of . drigoons reviewed, which made a for- 
. midable appearance, on an * extenſive level green, 


that ſpreads along the ſuore, where the game of 


| golph i is much pradtiſed*by parties of gentlemen ; * 
and 4 is, in my opinion, 4 more healiby than e enter- 


[taining amuſement. i eee e 
| * * N 9 ab — 
Fs, 2 7 i: . 


> By 19. I bare this day. colocted few {ubſerip: 


tions. Encountered, 4p my excurfions through the 


town, with'a ſon of the muſes, hd, on lookin 


over the propoſas and ſpecimen, ſnarled at ſome 


.expreſſion that diſpleaſed him. I, in defence, men- 


| tioned a ſimilar phraſe; which Thomſon had uſed. 
„% Aye, aye, “ ſaid he * ThomſorPs was poetry, 


but this is none;“ and then, Ader a little medi- 
tation and muttering to himſelf, he altered the 


line, which I, to humour him, confeſſed to be 
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a beautiful amendment. Pleaſed with this, he ſet 
down his own name? and, ſmiling, faid, D—n 
me! I'll procure, ſome ſubſcribers for you;” In the 
3 of our converſation, he told me that he 
had finiſhed ſeveral pieces ; ; among the reſt, two 
farces, and an Engliſh tranſlation of the Gentle 
Shepherd. - This Guy an old Lady, whom I had 
Importuned in vain to. add to the liſt of ſubſcriB. 

ers, gave me 2 ſolemn advice, that, as I was but 
2 young -author, and mee with the 
world, not to ſpend the money I might make, on 


- women and wine. © I am exceedingly obliged ta 


you Madam,” returned I, for "Re advice you 


are pleaſed to give me ;+but if I meet with nd bet - 


ter encouragement from the world than 1 have. 
received from your ladyſhip, I believe ; aro good | 
_ counſel will be ſuperfluous. 
| Atbthergentlenfan's manſion I was approaching 
Pt the owner appeared, whom ] ſaluted, pre- 
ſenting him the propoſals. He ſtared at the paper 
ſome moments, as if it bad been 2 monſter, then, 
with a contemptuous ſer, exclaimed,” 4 0 
Ch—ſt! I'll have nothing to do with it—ſome 
d—n'd ſtuff or other.” I met alſo with a ſchool- 
maſter, who ſeemed to be a fon of Bacchus, Learn- 
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ing and Snuff; for, after ſeveral good obſersfitions 
on the ſpecimen, and an enormous draught of 
| fauff, he declared he would moſt certainly take a 
copy; © But, remember,” ſays he, ** by Jupiten we 
we will offer up one half of * price at the Hine 
of Bacchus,” : | . 
Saoept. 21. Filkier-row..” This place i is ſeparated” 
n - rom Muſſelburgh only by a river, over* which 


is a wooden bridge, three. feet broad, and near 


one hundred and fifty long; the breadth of the 


channel being occaſioned by the, flowing of the 
ſea. The inhabitants of this place are moſtly fiſhers, 
from whom the town takes its name. While I 


ſtaid here a very melancholy accident happene? 

at 2 place called Roſlin, ſome miles up the river. 

A newly married couple had been ori a viſit to a 
friend's houſe, where. they ſtaid till the” night was 
ban advanced. In coming home they had the river 
to croſs, over which went a feeble wooden bridge, , 
railed only it one ſide. The night being dark and 


ſtormy, the bridge but narrow, and the river ſwel- 


led by the rains, ther huſband deſired her to hold 
by his coat while he went before, which ſhe ac- 
cordingly attempted to do; but, miſſing her ſtep, 
plunged headlong into the current. The huſband, 
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imagining that he aid not feel her behind him, 2 
and unable to hear for the noiſe which the wind 
made among the tieesę turned. quickly about, and 
ran to the othef end of the bridge, thinking ſhe « 
had ſtaid behind; but, not finding her there, ge 
called her by name, as loud and as long as he could, ap 
1 Peggy ! Peggy!“ but, alas! Peggy was gone, 
never more to return, and the unhappy man went 
home in a caſe not to be deſcribed ; was ſeiaed 
* with a fevery which; in a ſhort time, ladred him 
delirious. Next day the corpſe of this unfortu- 
nate young worhan was found near Fiſher-row by 
harbour, where the river diſcharges itſelf into the. 
ſea, ſtripped of every thing öf value. The bo. 
*dy was opened by the Surgeons, when it was 
found that ſhe was ſix months advanced in her 
pregnancy The child and its mother I ſaw both · 
decently interred by Ver friends next day. 8 


8 * 10 
while I was . from Houſe to houſe, ! 
was told, by almoſt every body, of a Taylor, a 

great Poem, who, as ; the wothen and fiſhers inform-" | 
ed me, couid make a Poet of any thing. Curi-, | 
ous. to ſee this prodigy of wit, | ſought out his 
hut, and found it. On my entrance, I perceiv- 
ed a little ſhrunk creature, perched, croſs- -legged, 


Py 
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on a table, making his bead ind hand keep time 
with one another. I boldly entered, and aſked 
what he would buy. cc Nothing,” lays he. 
„ Have you any ſtrong gray thread?“ F told 


- 


him I was ſorry 1 had none,“ Any needles or 


thimbles?” I am juſt out of them at preſent. * 
4 replied he,” you have nothing for me.“ 
No! perhaps I may have ſomething to ſuit you for 
all that. No, no,” returned he, and fell a whiſt- 
ling. Here a pauſe epſued. At length, fays 25 you 
are certainly acquainted with the rulks of compo- 
fitior, friend, or you would not whiſtle that tune 
ſo juſtly, «+ Compoſition :”? {aid he,“ Do you know 
what compoſition· is? 4 Not I; but I have heard 
Poets and Fidlers, e ſpeaking - of x ſong, or. 
tune, call it compoſition.” Vou are not far 
« wrong,” continued he“ . Did you ever read any 
Poetry? © Yes, J have read the Wife of Belth, 
and ballads, and the Plalms, and many others.” 
And do you underſtand them! 2 48 Excellent 
Iy,” replied I, and I delight to read metre.” 
Lay down your Pack fora moment, then ſays he, 


nimbly ſliding from the table. I'll ſhow you ſome- ' 
thing curious, You'll perhaps not have heard of me, 
but Iam a bit of a Poet ; I make verſes myſelf ſome- 
times.“ Hereupon pulling out the drawer of an old 
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cheſt, and ruſtling ſome time among a parcel of 
papers, he preſen ted me with a printed piece, en- 
titled King Criſpianus* march through Fi her-row, 
which I read aloud with ſeeming rapture, though, 
at the ſame time, I could ſcarce ſuppreſs a conti- 
nued ſucceſſion of yawnings, while the exulting 
author ſtared ſtedfaſtly in my face the whole time; 
and ſeeing me admire the firſt ſo much, tortured” 
me with a ſecond, and a third, all equally ſublime. 
I now began to interrogate him as to his know- 
ledge of Poetry, and found him entirely ignorant 
ol every thing fave rhime. Happening to aſs him B 
if ever he had read any of Pope or Milton's pieces, "a 
he told me he never had, for he did not under- I x 
ſtand one word of Latin. I ſhowed him my Pros . 3 
poſals, aſxed him to ſubſcribe, and faid I Knew the 
Author. He read part of them with exceſſive f 
laughter, declared that the author was certainly a 
learned fellow, and that he would chearfully ſub- "1 
! 


4 


* 
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ſcribe, but his wife was ſuch a devil, that if ſhe _ 
knew of him doing any thing without her appro- 
bation, there would be no peace in the houſe for 
months to come : * And, by the bye, ſays he, 
we are moſt diſmally poor. I aſſurè you there has 
been nothing with us this many a day, but po- 
tatoes and herring.” I told him that poverty was 


a. knot was at Hyd 
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the ſtreets, on account of the numerous falt-pans, 


the characteriſtic of a poet. « You are right, 


ſays he, and for that very reaſon I am proud of 


being poor.” I left this votary 0 of rhyme, and 


went through the reſt of the town, meeting with 


= INE adventure worthy of being remembered. 


- Sept. 22. Left this place, and proceeded eats” | 
«wards about three miles, to Preſtonpans. This 


town is larger but not ſo regular as the laſt, nei- 8 
ther are the houſes ſo good, but rather ruinous, 


black and narrow, and the buildings, if ſo they 


may be called, diſmally exhibiting the effects of 


time's all- devouring Jaws, tottering on the brink : 


of diffolution, and threatening every. gale of 
wind, to be the eternal reſidences of their poſ- 


« ſeſſors. About a mile to the fouthward of this, 


the battle of Preſton-pans was fought, where the 
gallant Colonel Gardiner fell, whoſe houſe ſtands 
near the place of action. Leaving this place, with 
little ſucceſs, I purſued my way eaſtward, paſſing 
2 ſmall village on the ſhore, called Cockenzie, com- 
poſed chiefly of falt-pans, and the workmens' huts. 
Five miles farther eaſt, I came to another village, 
called Aberlady. Here I propoſe to ſpend the night, 
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and moralize on the toils and diſappointments of 
the day. 
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Sept. 23. Roſe by day- break, and proceeded on 


my pilgrimage. The country, for about three 
miles to the eaſt of this, along the ſhore, is a ſandy _ 
*level,. interſperſed with little hillhcks, and inhabit, 
ed by an innumerable ſwarms of rabbits, under, 


the dominion of an old Weaver, whoſe ſole prero- 
gative and occupation it is, in the winter ſeaſon, 
to apprehend, execute, and diſpoſe of them to the - 
beſt ed Wi WES i: ** 


Entefed about nige o clock, the town 5 N * 


| Berwick, a fea-port, ſituated at the extremity of a 
long andy bay. About half a mile ſouth from 
this, a highhill riſes, named North- Ber wick. Law, 


and is ſeen at a vaſt diſtance, both by ſca and 
land. ” 9 3 1 
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With much difficulty I reached 1 top, on which 175 
is erected the two jaw bones of a whale, and over 
them a pendant ſtreams in the wind. The view 
from this is really beautiful. Tze wide German 
ocean ſpreading in the eaſt, far as the eye can 
reach. T he county of Fife, and wild enormous 
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ranges of mountains to the north; while the frith 
of Forth, ſtretching to the. weſt, lies ſpotted with 
rocks, ſhips, and ſmall illands. After ſatisfying my 
curioſity, deſcend to North-Berwick, where FIG 
tend to repoſe for this night. | E 


. | Spe. 24. Left "this place, and continyed caſd. 
awards, paſling along a very ſteep and rocky ſhore, 
till I came to a place, called Comly-bay, where a 

few ſolitary fiſhermen live. At the eaſtern extre - 
mity of this bay, the ſhore riſes ſo high, that I was 
forced to take to hands and feet, and climb for a 
conſiderable way, till I reached the ſummit of it. 
Here I had a near and agreeable view of the Baſs, a 
large rock, almoſt circular, riſing out of the ſea 
to the dreadful height of 600 feet, and diſtant from 


the ſhore about a mile, giving the ſnectator an aw 


ful idea of its almighty founder, who weigheth the 
mountains in ſcales, and the hills in a balance, who by 
one word raiſed into exiſtence this yaſt univerſe, 
with all theſe unwieldy rocks; and who will, when 
his almighty goodneſs ſhall think fit, with one 
word, command them to their primitive nothing. 
| Theruins of an old caſtle are ſtill to be ſeen on its 
ſouth ſide, which was formerly uſed as a place of 
confinement to many of the perſecuted preſbyte- 
Oo 
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rians. Prodigious numbers of Solan geeſe build 
among the cliffs of the rock, the method uſed 


to catch their young is ſomewhat dangerous. As 


ſoon as it is perceived that the young are arrived at 


their proper bigneſs, which they do ere capable of 
flying (this happens generally about the middle of 


July) then the climber has a rope fixed round 


his middle, with a feather pillow bound on his 
breaſt, to prevent ſharp pointed crags from wound- 


Ing him in his aſcent or deſcent. Being thus ſe- 
cured he is let down over the verge of the rock, 
till he come to the neſts of the geeſe, while flying 


and ſcreaming around him in vaſt multitudes, and 


of nameleſs kinds, deploring the loſs of their un- 
fortunate young. A conſiderable number of boats 
are ſtationed below, ready to receive the fowls, as 
ſoon as he drives them from their holes. This is 
_ eaſily effected; the birds unable to ſupport them- 

ſelves, and falling from ſuch a height, are ſo ſtun- 


ned, that, before they can recover themſelves, they 


are ſnatched from the ſea and ſecured. This me- 
thod they yearly repeat, ſending thoſe caught to 
Edinburgh, where they are generally fold at two 
ſhillings, or two and ſix pence each. - The climb- 
er, who, at this ſeaſon, reſides conſtantly on the 
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iſland, has a little hut built, where he ſells li. 
quor, bread, cheeſe, &c. for the accommodation of 
thoſe ſportſmen who viſit the rock for the diver- 
ſion of ſhooting. The ſhore all along here is ex- 
ceedingly high and rugged, while a ceaſeleſs ſurf 
rolls impetuouſly among the precipitated frag- 
ments below. Proceeding a mile farther eaſt, 1 
came to the remains of'an old fortification, known 
by the name of Tamtallan. It is built on the verge 
of a high ſhore, overhanging the ſea, nearly op- 
polity to the Baſs, and diſtant from it a long mile, 
compoſed of three towers, about ſixty paces from 
each other, and joined by a ſtrong high wall, all 
ſeemingly whole, except the weſt tower, which 
hangs in ruins. I meaſured the wall, and found it, 
in many places, more than ten feet thick, and 
ſtrongly cemented. The whole building 1s about 
ſix ſtoreys, quite inacceſſible towards the ſea, and 
ſeems to have been deeply trenched toward the 
land. This place, and the Baſs, are both the pro- 
perty of Sir Hugh Dalrymple of Leuchie, proprie- 
tor of a large eſtate in this country, of that name, 
and n of the town of * Berwick. 


Ne ſufficiently 1 this ancient firuc- 
ture, I proceeded forwards, and night coming on, 


( 288 ) 
arrived at a ſmall village, called Whitekirk, and 
obtained lodgings in a little ale-houſe. While! 
fat converſing with the landlord, he told me the 
following ſtory, that happened to a family in the 
neighbourhood, which, as it exhibits a remarkable 
occurrence of Providence, 1 ſhall relate. About 
ſix months ago, the maſter of the houſe, who was 
by trade a fiſher, fell ſick, and continued in a 
- lingering way until about three weeks ago, when, 
his diſtemper growing worle, increaſed to that de- 
gree that all hopes of recovery were gone. In theſe 
circumſtances he prepared himſelf for his diffolu- 
tion, in a manner that became a Chriſtian, and a- 
greeable to the character he had all along been diſ- 
tinguiſhed by when in health and vigour. Mean- 
time his wife was pregnant, and drew near the 
time of her delivery, and it gave the poor man 
no ſmall uneaſineſs to think that he ſhould not ſee 
his laſt offspring ; and it was one of his fervent pe- 
titions to Heaven, that he might be ſpared until 
that time. Some ſhort time after this, he grew ex- 
tremely ill, and all his relations were called in 
to take their laſt farewel. While they ſtood round 
his bed, expecting his immediate departure, his 
wife was taken ſuddenly ill, and, in leſs than an 
hour, was delivered of twins, which the dying 
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man no ſooner underſtood, than he made 1950 to 
them to ſend for the miniſter, who accordingly in 

2 ſhort time came. He then attempted to riſe in 

the bed, but his ſtrength was exhauſted. Hereupon 

one of his daughters went up to the bed behind 
him, and ſupported his hahds, until he held up 
both the children; - firſt one and then the other. 

Then kifling them both, delivered them over to 

their mother, and reclining his head foftly on the 
pillow, N | 


"nl 

Sept. 23: Set forward on my way to Dunbar, 

4 ſeeing little by the way worthy of notice, only 
 now-and-then two whale jaw-bones erected at the 
entrance to ſome diſtinguiſhed farm-houſes, the 

thick ends fixed in the ground, and the two points 
meeting at top, forming a kind of arch, capable of 1 
letting the higheſt coach or loaded cart paſs thro; 1 
being generally from ſixteen to eighteen feet in 
height. Paſſed this day ſeveral elegant farm-houſes, 
the politeneſs of whoſe inhabitants claims little of 
my praiſe; who, taking them in general, are ſo 
loſt to humanity and diſcretion, that when a poor 
pedlar approaches their ſacred manſions, engages 
and vanquiſhes a ſurly Tyger-like Maſtiff (who 
guards the door and bears his maſter's hoſpitality 
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in his aac) and even forces his way to 
the kitchen, he 1s no ſooner i in, than, as if they 
were afraid that he brought the peſtilence along 
with him, he is huffed out, and the door clapt be- 
hind him. Such are the effects of pride and lux- 
ury: ſuch the effects that wealth and independence 
produce in the diſpoſitions of the illiterate and un- 


cultivated. On the other hand, the poor cottager 


welcomes you into his little hut, invites you to 
ſit down, and even preſſes you to partake of his 
homely fare, ſeeming happy to have it in his 
power to be hoſpitable to a ſtranger. Met with - 
nobody this day but had more books than they 
made a good uſe of. | 


Sept. 24. This morning roſe early to take a view 
of the town (Dunbar) which is pretty large ; the 
main-ſtreet broad, and running from north to 
ſouth contains the only buildings of any note. The 


Provoſt's houſe cloſes the view at the north end, 


fronted with a row of trees, making a very neat 
appearance. Several narrow lanes lead down to the 
ſhore, poſſeſſed chiefly by fiſhers. At the weſt end 
of the harbour they have lately built a battery of 


None, in the form of a half moon, mounting ſeven- 


teen twelve pounders. This is the effect of Paul 
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; Jones? 8 appearance in the frith laſt war, who came 
fo near this place, with ſome of his ſhips, as to de- 


moliſh ſome of the chimney tops, and put the in- 
habitants in a terrible conſternation. . They are 
alſo building a new pier from the battery, which 


will certainly be attended with a vaſt expence, and 


even without affording general content. A little 
to the welt of this are ſtill to be ſeen the ruins of 
the caſtle of Dunbar, built on a rock that juts 
into the ſea, hollowed with gloomy caves, through 


- which, in a ſtorm, the waves roar horribly ; which, 


joined to the ruins above, forms a moſt diſmal ap- 


' pearance. 


Sept. 25. Having done ſome little buſineſs in this 
place, and there being no other towns to the eaſt 
or ſouth, for à conſiderable way, have bargained 
with the maſter of a ſloop, with whom I intend 
to embark for Burntiſland, in Fife-ſhire, a town 
about 30 miles from this, and almoſt n to 


Edinburgh. | 8 


Sept. 26. went on board early this morning 
for Burntiſland, with a good gale a ſtern, paſſed 
the Baſs, and ſeveral other {mall illands, any land- 


4 
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ed at Burntiſland, aſter a we paſſage of bx | 


Sept. 28. Burntiſland. In this place the lover of 


ruins would be hugely entertained, When whole 
ſtreets are to be ſeen in ſolitary deſolation. They = 


have an excellent harbour here; to which in a 
hard gale of eaſterly wind, the ſhipping in Leith 
roads repair. Some time ago a thick filk manu- 
factory was eſtabliſhed here, and ſeemed for Pl 


while, to proſper, but on account of ſome differ- 
ENCES ariſing among the partners, has now, dwin- 
dled to a name. About a mile to the weſtward of 


this is a petrifying ſpring, which I had the curio- 


ſity to viſit; the water is hard and well. taſted ; 


and all along the ſhore, for the ſpace of a quarter 


of a mile, are to be ſeen the produce of the ſpring, 
rocks hung frightfully tottering over one another, 


where the different courſes of the ſtream has been 
before. In ſome places I found the ſtone forming, 
reſembling thoſe pendicles of ice-that hang by the 
houſe eves. This is uſed as a watering- -place by the 


ſhips of war lying in the roads and other veſlels 
outward bound. This town being nearly oppoſite 


to Leith, a paſlage-boat goes from this every day, 
fave Sunday, and even then, if encouragement 
offers. The water is ſeven miles broad, and a 
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ſinigle n pays ſix- pence. A pretty karge 


-ſugar-work is alſo on foot here, ſeemingly to thrive. 


This evening went down, and took a view of a 


. ſtrange veſſel, called che Experiment, launched from 
the ſands oF Leith, built on an entire new conſtruc- 


* tion, and has been in this harbour theſe twelve 


months; meaſuring about one hundred feet in 


length, being almoſt two diſtinct veſſels under one 
deck, but with. two keels, two rudders, and five * 


maſts, and ſeems to have been the monſtrous pro- 


duction of ſome Mathematician's delirious peri- 


cranium. It was built at a vaſt expence, and with- 
out any viſible intention or uſe, but that of an 


experiment. 


-” 


Sept. 29. Went two miles along the ſhore, eaſt- 


WJ 


ward, to Kinghorn. On my way viſited a famous : 


Spa well, whoſe waters are deſervedly eſteemed by 
people languiſhing under a conſumption. The 


flow of water is but ſmall,” ſeeping out from a 


cleft rock, which riſes above it thirty or forty feet. 


On ſpring · tides the ſea flows nearly up. to the 


well, beſide which 1 is 2 convenient ſeat cut out 
from the rock, where you can ſit and receive the 


water in a veſſel from the ſpring, and near that a 
large cave enters the rocks, where you may be ſe- 
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wad from the ſtorm; io that here is at once e that. 


ter for the traveller, drink for the thirſty, a ſeat 
for the weary, and health for the ſick, all from the 
rough. but bounteous hand of Nature. About half 
4 mile to the weſtward of this, on the thore, which 7 
hangs gloomily above the ſea, is the place where 


Alexander III. was killed by a fall from his horſe, 
while on a hunting party; which place {ill retains 
the name of The King's wud or. Kinghorn is but 


a ſmall place; its inhabitants ſubſiſting chiefly by 
the paſſage, which is the moſt frequented on the 


frith, a conſiderable number of boats Kill paſſing 
and repaſſing to and from the Petty-cur, a har- 
bour about half a mile weſt from the town. In a 
large boat the paſſenger pays ſix-pence; in a pin- 


nace, which is moſt convenient, in a ſmooth ſea, 


ten-pence. The town is compoſed of an irregular 
aſſemblage of poor, low, ruinous, tile-covered huts; 
but if miſerable without, ſtill more ſo within. Al- 
moſt every houſe being ſo dark, black, and dirty, 
that I wrong them not to ſtile each the cave of mi- 


ſery, and deſolation. The inhabitants are almoſt 


all boatmen and their whole commerce being with 


ſtrangers, whom perhaps they may never fee again, 


makes them avaricious, and always on the catch. 
If a ſtranger comes to town at night, intending to 


. 
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g0 over next morning, he is taken into a lodging. 


One boatman comes in—ſits down, promiſes to 


call you in the morning, affiſts you to circulate the 
liquor, and after a great deal of loquacity, de- 
parts. In a little another enters, and informs you 
that the fellow who had juſt now left you, goes 
not over at all, but that he goes, and for a glaſs 
of gin he will awake you, and take you along with 
him. Willing to be up in time, you generouſly 
treat him, According to promiſe you are awak- 
ened on the morning, and affured that you have 

time enough to take breakfaſt, in the middle of 
which, hoarſe roarings alarm you that the boat is j uſt 
going off. You ſtart up, call for your bill, the land- 


lord. appears, charges you like a nobleman—there | 


is no time for ſcrupling—you are hurried away by 
the boatman on the one hand, and genteely extort- 
ed by the landlord on the other, who pockets his 
money, and bids you haſte, leſt you loſe your paſ- 
ſage; and perhaps, after all, when you get on 

board, you are detained an hour or more by the 
ſallors waiting for more paſſengers. Such, and a 


thouſand more mean tricks, they practiſe on the 


unſuſpecting ſtranger, and all under a ſhew of 


the moſt extreme kindneſs, While here I enquired. 
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for Pattie Birnie, the famous fiddler , and was told 
à great many anecdotes of him, by ſome of the 
old people who remember to have ſeen him. 1 

applied to a literary character in this town, with a 
ſabſcription paper, but he told me he did-not find 
himſelf inclined to meddle with it, ſaying, I ſhauld _ 
apply my talents to proſe-writing,, for he doubted i 
much if I would meet with great encouragement 
in the poetical branch, ſo many good poets having 

tranſmitted us pieces inimitable by ſucceeding ages. 

told him if we never attempted to rival them, 
we made them ſeemingly inimitable indeed; but 
when young genius, fired with the love of that 
applauſe which former poets had met with, ſtrove 
to attract the obſervation of the world, and ſoar 
above their progenitors, I ſhould imagine they me- 
zited encouragement for having ſpirit enough to 
make the attempt. He ſaid it was ambition to 
make ſuch attempts, and to encourage ambition 
was not right; and ere I could return an anſwer 
lie ſlipt to his room, while I came away, curſing 
lis ſtupidity. To ſeveral others] have applied, but 
they know not what poctry is, ſo cannot, as 
they ſald, ſubicribe, Returned back to Eurnt- 
illand after ſun-ſet, _ 4 8 


1 For a particular deſcription of this curious or: 'gina. See 
Ramla, Poems, 
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Sept. 30. This morning a ſloop foundered with. 
in a mile of the ſhore, in attempting to get into 


the harbour. The cries of her unhappy men | 
alarmed the crew of a cutter, lying at ſmall diſ- 2 a 
tance, ' who perceived two perſons clinging by the | 
maſt; A boat was immediately ſent off to their | | 


relief, but though ſhe rowed ſeveral times round "M 
the wreck could diſcover no appearance of man or | 
boy—Sudden indeed are the tranſitions from time | 

to Eternity! yet awful and important the change! li 

How happy, how unſpeakably happy they, who ; 
are prepared for ſuch a warning | Who through 5 ; 
the jaws of death are received into never-ceaſing RE 
Joy, and inconceivable delight! But, alas! how de- 
plorable the ſituation of thoſe, who, in ſuch extre. [3 
mities, by the brittle thread of life hang over an . [4 

| eternal world of woe! To them death ſtares in ten [1 
thouſand deſpairing forms, to them death is un- 
utterable horror, and to them how precious would 
be one hour, or one man. 


02. 1. This being the day ſet apart for electing 
the magiſtrates of a neighbouring town, the whole 
council, conſiſting of a parcel of weavers, ſhoemak- 
ers, tayJors, &c. aſſembled. After the election 
they adjourned to a public houſe to dine, where 


IS) 


the jolly. God Bacchus, or his repreſentative ” "op 
 quavitz, raiſed ſuch an uproar in, their brains, 
that tables were levelled, chairs broken, bowk 
daſhed to pieces, and ſoups and glaſles flew thro 
the room with ſuch rapidity, as threatened de- 
Aruction to whatever they encountered ; and one 
taylor, in particular, forgetting himſelf ſo much, 
2s to believe he was provoſt, began to exerciſe his 
authority in loud commands to ſilence, until he 
ſhould addreſs them. All his endeavours to obtain 
filence proving vain, he dealt the wand of juſtice 
round him with ſuch mettle and impartiality, 
that, rouſed to vengeance, thewhole aſſembly began 
(like the Philiſtines of old) to cudgeling one an- 
other, Mars fwelled the horrid ſcene, while Diſcord 
clapt her ſooty wings over them. Broken ſhins, 
Beads, and noſes brought many a one to the floor, 
where they weltered, if not among their own 
blood, among their own p—s, till ſleep arreſted the 
weary warriors in many a drouſy attitude. 


Oct. 2. I have this day, I believe, meaſured the 
height of a hundred ſtairs, and explored the receſ- 
ſes of twice that number of miſerable habitations, 
and what have I gained by it? Only two ſhillings 


of worldly pelf, but an invaluable treaſure of ob⸗ 
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fervation. In this elegant dome, wrapt up in 


- 


glittering filks, and ſtretched on the downy ſofa, 
reclines the fair daughters of wealth and indolence. 
The ample mirror, flowery floor, and magnificent 
couch, their furrounding attendants, while ſuſpend- 
ed in his wiry habitation above, the ſhrill-pipꝰd 
Canary warbles to enchanting echoes. Within the 
confines of that ſmoky hovel, hung round with 
ſquadrons of his brother artiſts, the pale-fac'd wea- 
ver plies the reſounding lay, or launches the me- 
lancholy, murmuring ſhuttle. Lifting this ſimple 
latch, and ſtooping for entrance to the miſerable 

hut, there fits Poverty, and ever-moaning Diſeaſe, 

clothed in dunghill rags, and ever ſhivering o'er 

| the fireleſs chimney. Aſcending this ſtair, the voice 
5 of joy burſts on my ear, the Bridegroom and Bride, 
furrounded by their jocund companions, circle 
the ſparkling glaſs and humorous joke, or join in 

the raptures of the noiſy dance, the ſqueaking 

fiddle breaking through the general uproar in ſud- 

den intervals, while the bounding floor groans be- 

neath its unruly load. Leaving theſe happy mor- 

tals, and uſhering into this ſilent manſion, a more 

ſolemn, a ſtriking object preſents itſelf to my view. 

The windows, the furniture, and every thing that 

could lend one chearful thought, are hung in ſo- 


- 


* 


as 


Fe 2 BEE WES» 4 
e 7 PR 2 , =" * : 
5 L 


+ © A is : Ing: % 63 5 * 
e 0. v1 Og 
FL 

N . 5 
„CF 4 55 
* a 5 4 4 1 


4 


* 


lemn white, and there, ſtretch'd pale and lifeleſs, 
lies the awful corpſe; while a few weeping friends 
ſit black and olitary near the breathleſs clay. In 


this other place; the fearleſs ſons of Bacchus extend 
their brazen throats in ſhouts like burſting thun- 


der, to the praiſe of their gorgeous Chief. Ope 
ing this door, the lonely matron explores for con- 
ſolation her Bible: and in this houſe the wife 


brawls, the children ſhriek, and the poor huſ: | 


band bids me depart, leaſt his termagant's fury 
ſhould ventjitſelf on me. In ſhort ſuch an inconceiv- 
able variety daily occurs to my obſervation in real 


life, that would, were they moralized upon, con- 


vey more maxims of wiſdom, and give a juſter 


knowledge of mankind, than whole volumes of 


Lives and Adventures, that perhaps never had a 


being, except in the prolific brains of their fantaſtic 
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